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To the Readers" as 


A Mong tha: - ſeveral means _ 
'\ have "been of late years to re- 
Ince. the deluded. Maltitade 10 their 
uſt Allegiance, this of  BALLADS 
nd LOYAL SONGS. has . wot. been 
f the leaſt influence, IV bile the Fer> 
puſons , yd Heads of the FalFions 
rere blowin LA Sedition jr 
orner of the Countrey, theſe flying 
-horiſters were aſſerting tbe Rights 
q + f Monarchy, and proclaiming® 
ojalty 3 every fireet. The mil-in- 
form'd Rabble began to liſten 3 they 
begatt to bear to Truth in a SONG; 
in timo found their Errours, and were © 
char'd_' into . Obedience. Thoſe 
that - deſpiſe the Reverend Prelate 
in the Pulpit, aud the Grave Judge 
on the Bench; that. will neither fate Y 
mit to the { aws of God or Man, will 
yet lend. an itching Ear ta a Loyal 
*ong, 2ay, and often become a Con- 
:ert . by It, when all other. means prove. 
| E: 2 744 


The Preface. 


inefſeFnal: Divine Herbert, has iffjee 
excellently expre$t, where he ſays, 4 
| . | , < DE. 74 
A Verſe may find him who" a Sermon flies, 
. And turn Delight into a Sacrifice. © 
; Bal | | 07 


It cannot be imagined how many ſeat 
ter d Flocks this melodious Tingling 
hath reduced to their Princely Hives 
who otherwiſe had never been-brought 
#nder the Diſcipline of Obedience » 
Government. 
nd, without oftentation T may ſay, 
=T printed my News-Papers and divers 
ether Pampbicts (that always vindica: 
ded the King 4#d aggrthnaair fo une 
aeceive the Teople, who were daily im- 
pos'd rpon by Curtis, Smith, Harris, 
Care, Vile, Baldwin, Janeway, ec 
wherz #0 body elſe would or durſt, 
For This the malice of the FacQtious 
Party ſwell'd ſo high again? me, that 
They, with the aſſiſtance of 'a certain) 
Inſtrument , (who ſrrore through two « 
Brick-walls before. Oates © appear d,): 
Cauſed" me to be impriſon'd ſix times 
Jo tha for above ſix years 1 was never 


free 


The Preface. 

1s ifffiee from Trouble, having ſeldom leſs 
au 3 or 4 Indiftments at. a Seſſions 

rainſt\Me:; at other times Informations 

the Crown- Office, which villainous 
ontrivances of their Agents, coſt Me 

t leaſt 5ocl. in Money, beſides the 

ingÞp/+ of My Trade and Reputation; The 
rincipal Crimes they alledged against- 
W{:,- were, Let Oliver now be forgot- 
2n, a Song; A Huy and Cry after T. 

Dates when, turn'd from White-Hall ; 

The Charafter of an Ignoramus Do- 

tor; A Dialogne between the De- 

il and the Door ; The Priſoners . 
amentation for the -loſs of Sheriff 
mb ecthel 5 All which Phamphlets tend-, 
;s,ed to 0 other evil, than the laying 0+ 
Wiper: the Villinies of Oates andthe reſt: 
f his Perjur'd Diſciples « And when 
theſe things were almoſt blown over, 
this Varlet quarrels again with Oates's : 
Manifeſto z- becauſe it ſo plainly diſ« 
covers the Tmapoſſibilities and Contraw 
WW 4iJions of Oates iz the whole conrſe- 
of bis Fridencing :. But: (thanks be to» 
God”) -Tempora mutantur, @c. . anc? 
235 - Tratho 


Trath daily ſhines. more and more 
} or now this Villain is deteFed, ani 
| turud out of bis-Tmployment nith Dj 
= Hrate, ava conſequently mrade incapablii 
| of doing further: Miſchief to. any of bil 
| Majeſties Loyal Subjefs - But to give 
him his due, be drein'd their Purſes, fo 
in 9 Months time they. publickly gas 
| hint above 80 |. beſides many privait 
- _ Gratuities, with hearty Thanks for hi 
|; good Service, often affirming he didthef 
Cauſe zvore good than: 1000 Men. 
. Theſe Colle&tions (being of ſo much 
uſe to dete&. the Seandalous Lies. and 
EF - Falihoods; of 'the 'FaGtious, and tf 
' keep the flrong-headed Beaft within tht 
. . AQeigns of Obedience). I thought fit to 
publiſh, that the World may” fee 1 have 
not been Idle 1n the: worſt -of times, 
0D but have done my endeavour (t0 the ut; 
8 _ moſt of my Talent) -for the Intereſt of 
F the KING and. 'Government 5 which 
" o T hat, they. may<fouriſh- in .fpight of 
all. his. Adverſaries,, . - 

' . I the henhty Prayers of | 
oF --Your moſt Humble Servant, 
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THE TABLE. 


Et Oliver now bo forgonter'? | 
BY LetPickeririg:now. be forgottin 
. Now, now the Tories all: fnll- Poop - 
Now, now. the:Plot irwll tome ont” -* 
Now, now the-Antichriſtian Ceew: > 
Now, now the bad Qld Cauſe is Taps -- 
Now. at laſt the Riddle ts. expounted* 
Now at lafi the matter. in ndended' 
Old Femmy1iis a:Lad - SLY 
Pxince George' at loft 70600? ON OV 2 
Hail t6 the Knight of the Poſt fo Ob x 
Hail to London fair. Town OD 
Hail to the Prince of the Plot NN 


Room for great: Algernon”. 
'Thert was a monſtrous Door - HY 
There was s Jovinl Begger  \ + © s. EDS 
Who wonld not be a Tory © - © WE OR 
You Free-men and Maſters endProntices mourn”. 40- 
Good People I pray give Ear unto me - - 
* The ſecond Part tothe ſame Tune ES 
Come liſten a while tho” weather be Cold - _ 
Ple tell you a Tale (tho before *twasin Print) © 5t 
Since, Counterfeit Plots have affefed this Age" © 54. 


You Whigs and Difſenters-I barge you" attend '56 

- Lek Wine turn a Sparks: and Ale baff like' a. Helfvr. 58 
Come now Jlets rejoye and the ' City Bells Ring © © GS + 
Brave Colledge is hang*d the Chief of our hopes © "6; +. 

. Once one a time*ths Door did Swear ef 


Wealth breeds Care, Lowe, Hope and Fear SIG. 69 
-Hark '\ the Thundring Canons Rear * «+ RT =". 
Ir glad to hear-the Canons Roy © | EIT ie Ns ; 
Hirk \ the fatal day "is eme* EISIIVEE 5 
Hark the Bells andSteeples Rings: CW ALASWISO 
2 Riſe up great Genius of this Potent Law © -: "96 
TH Bc reſtleſs Fattiaus. Agents fell Plot oof _. - "oo | 


_# Rouſe up the Tories of this Fomens Lands + 


| The Table. 
Dromn Melancholly in a Glaſs of Wine - 
Rouſe up great Mona! chin the Royal Cauſe 


Now the Traytor, King-batar"\-.: ,.. 

| Srate and Ambition alaſs.will Heceive you 
Eaf#ion and folly alaſs will deceine. you ' < 

&nce Reformation with Whig int Faſhion 

Maw Loyal Tories may Triunph in Glories 

Eey by your * Reaſon Truth*s ont of Seaſon © 

'of Tory came late through Weſtminſter Hall * 


Hewve you uot heard of a Feftival.Conwent of Iate - 


Old Stories of State grow,now.0ut of Date 

Let the Whigs repine and all Combine 

Le? the Whizs revile and Tories ſmile 

Fe theMoars Repine, their hopes reſigne . 
* What ſtill ye Whigs uneaſy, 

Belowed eE.8 2 all O hone, O hone, 


Bee my Shoul and Shoalwation, © hone, Q hone 


eh Cruel bloody Fate- 
Hb | Cruel thosy Tom 

At Wincheſter was 4 Wedding 

in London wes ſuch a Quarter 

Oh the mighty Innocence. 

Tell me no mere there.muſt be owny int © 
See how' faw and. fre ſhe lies 
Defend uz from wil Popsſh Plots. 

Let Baxter teach: Seajtion on. ' 

Have you.not. Iately heard, &c: 

Liffeu a while and I le tell you a Tale: 
: Rebellion hath broken up Houſe, &c. 

The Gclders Age is come,” CE. « » 

Now the Plotters and Þl.ts are confounded - 
Full up the Boul, and ſet it. round - 

Old Tony's Fled, {rom Fuſtice game. 

You Toyal Lads be merry; *&c. 

Tau London Lad; be Merry | 
$ould be a man of Faſhion _— 


$3 


& 
Now the Tories that.Glories in Reps! Jamy” s Return 87 
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The Table. - 
ave not-heard of Forty one Sir 
ill you be a Reformade.- : : 


ye Plot Diſcoverers 
he Precbyter has been ſo ave of late 


he Commons now are at ftand 
et Canons roar from Sea to Shoar- 


May all be benighted, and never ſte day 


higs are now ſuch precious things 
Bread a gued I think the Nations Mad 
You Cal citifts of England 
Tony was ſmall, but of Noble Race 
Liſten (if you pleaſe) a while 
From Councels of 'Six where Treaſon prevail: 
Come all you Caballers and Parliament Votes 


From the Tap inthe Guts of Honourable Stump 


Alas what is like to become of the Pot. 
From over the Seas mot long Sine: there came © 


From a new-modePd Jeſuit im a Scotch Bonnet. 


The Deel ſſiſt the Porting Whigs * 

Some ſay rhe Papiſls had a Plot, &c. 

When Traytor s did at Popery rail, 

ThePlt God wot is'all: come out 

Bankers now ore brittle Ware 

Now, vow, King James of High Renown 

Hil to the mighty Monarch Valiant Pole 

Te. kley that Perkin Prince of War + | 
Tail to the mighty Monarch Valiant James 

Come liſten the Whigs. to miy pitiful 70an- 

Oh! Stupendious Comick Fate, &c. 

If 1 liveto be Old ( for I find I go down) 


they look pale - 
1 1live to be Old, which I never will own- 


ome all you good people that were at the fair | 


Since Plotting's a Tradg like the reſt of the Nation 


The delights of the Bottle are turn'd out of doors | 


When my Hairs they grow _ and mmy ( Cheeks 


Fazs \ 


If the Whigs ſhall get up, and the Tories go down 2: 


I never ſaw a Face till 10w 23 
Beneath the ſhady Willow lay, .. 

A Cloud of Vapours, Clouds and Smoak 

Chill tell thee Tom the ſtrangeſt Story 

Canſt tell meCeres. what curſt Fate 

As May in all her Youthful dreſs 

When the Kine had given a Pail-ful 

Qur Oates [ft week not worth a Grors 

Good people of England 7 hope you have had 

Bold Titus Fe walkt about Weſtminſter: Hall 

Pray lifien well while I deſcribe 

Come Murdring Miles wheres your Sedo 
' Room, 10011 for Cavaliers bring us mere 1.ne* 168 
"James 8ur great Menorch is Crown'd with alf Glory 2.70 

Adiew tory Til: of Saviour &th Nati 273 

My bony d+2r Showy, my Creny, wy Boy " :,78 

Nid you not hear of a Peer that was Try 4 276 

There was a Door of autient Fame 279 

1'wa Bony Lads were Sawny and Jockey 282 

When the Plot 1 firſt Invented, &c. 235 
You London Lads Rejoce and cnft away roar Cafe 2.87 

Tell me Jenny, tell me ronndly 290 

Hold faſt thy Crown and Scepter James 292 

O Poland Mon#er of our Iſle, &c. _ BOD 

Came cut again, the Games not done / . 2:97 

Fs is like fome Utopian Game 299 
Foy to great Czſar, long, Life, Love, &c. + 300 

Remember ye Whigs what was formerly done 302 

Oa's hearty Wounds Iſe not to plowing, not 1 Sir 303 
Now, now by my Love the greateſt Oath that is 304 
Down, down Diſcoverers, &c. | 30s 

Mow Innocent Bloods almoſt forgot 306 

Informing of late's a notable Trade, | 308 

Come cake a good Toaſt, aud fir up the Fire 310 
| Jenny apy blitheſt Maid ds 
Jocky ſa weel complent our Bliſs Jack 


"- 


The Table. | 
ſack Presbyter*s up, and hopes at one ſwoop, "2 483 
This is the Cabal of ſome Proteſtant Lords, 316 


241M 7 here is an old Story, &c. 318 
2 448 5:ke a Iife 25 Titus lea, (Ke. _ $20 
2 40088 764 1 love, by Jove Ide, 32t 
2 51] 7f Sorrow the Tyrant invade thy Breaſt, * 32% 
2 52 There was # brave Dofor (as ever you ſaw) , 323 


Let Cxſar live long, and His Temper abide, 326. 


2 57 Wl That Man's & Wretiched thing, 327 
261 Rouſe, roufe, my lazy Mirmidons,  . 32.8 
26 48 When firſt Dorinda, your bright- Eyes, * $39: 
266M Sound the Trumpet, ſound the Trumpet, 331 
268 MF Let rhe Trumpet ſound, &c. - * Wo 
270 'Twes s Fooliſh Fancy Jermmy, 334 
273 Make roam for an honeſt Red'coat, 336' 
275 Behold the Morn dawns, .  : 339 


276 Wl Hark how Noll and Bradſbaw's Heads abowe us, 349 

279 Ml The Canons.al roaring, and Trumpets ſounding, 34%. 
282 WM See, ſee, the Air clears, the Marm'rers that grumbled,3 4.3" 
285 WM Seethe Vizer's pull'd off,& the Zealits are Arming,34+ 


2.87 As we wcre Tanging #01 the ſalt Seas, 346; 

2.99 New, now too weak, alas! I find our Cauſe, 348 : 
292 Come let us be Joyful aid ſing, ' $49 

295. 1 am the Manthat net long ſince, - 352 

2.97 A bony Lad came to the Court, 354: 

299 WM Comebeat Alarm, ſound a Charge, 356 

3 00 For Tories now's the time to ſings > 

302 What have the Whigs to ſay, =,” "6a 


303 Hey Jowler, Ringwood and Towzer, . -  : 363 
04 Three bony ads were Sawny, Cloud Hamilton 365 


os Juſt as the Mift of Errour fled, 366 
06 il Come Bugg' ring Oates, prepare thy Neck, 367 
o8 il Have you not heard of Knaves, &c. — 


10 Old Chiron thus Preach'd to his Pupil Achilles, 372: 
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- Books. 


"Books P Printed and Sold by. Nath. Thom of 
- at the Entrance into the Old-Sprin 
* Garden near Charing-Croſs. 


Narrative of the Phanatical. Plot, fetting forth 
* FX. the Treaſonable and Wicked Defigns which they 
3 have been carrying on againſt the King and Govern- 
DE ever fince'the laſt Weſtminſter Parliament. 

*A Vindication of 'the Lord Ruſels Speech and In- 
-nocence; in 2 Dialogue betwixt Whig and Tory : Being 
-the' ſame that- was promiſed to the Obſeruator in'2 
toy Pol? Letter. Price 4 d: 

* Staffords Memoirs : or, .2 Brief and Impartial ac- 
Egunt of the Birth and Quality, .Impriſonment, Tryal 
and: Principles, Declaration; Comportment, Devotion, 

Laſt Speech and Final end of William late” Lord Viſ- 
count Stafford, beheaded on Tower-Hi]! Wedneſday the 
£2.5th.. of December, 16 80. Whereunto is added 'a 
Mort Appendix 'cencerning ſome paſſages in Stephen 
$EUledges. 'Tryal at Oxford. Price 1 $. 6:4. 
£:-: The Layer. Out-low'd; or, « Brief Anſiyer to Mr. 
Etunr' $s defence of the - Charter.” With: ſome uſeful Re- 


marks on the Commons proceedings in the laſt Par- - 


(amen, at  Weſtriinfler » in a Letter to a friend. 
1: 2A Colleftion of 86 Loyal Poems, allof them written 


{upon the two late Prots, wiz. The horrid Salamanca 


; Plot in 167g. and the preſent Fanatical Conſpiracy in 


-1683, towhich is added, Advice to the Carver, writ- 


ar on the Death of the late Lord Stafford. With fe- 


Feral Roems on Their Majkfties Coronation, never be- 


:Foore Publiſhed.- Price 2 5.' 6 d. 
i >: Oarer's Manifeſts, or :the' complaint of Titus Oate; 
4pgainſt the Dr. of Salamanca ; And the ſame Dr. a- 
*Þainſt Titus Oates, occaſioned by ſome inconſiſtent E- 
Fidence given about the dammablePops/h Plot. Price 6 d. 
&; :Januz Scientiargm ;* Or\ # compendious IntroditFion 
'#p Geography, Cronology, Government, Hyſtory, Phy- 
Joſophy ; And all Gentile ſorts of Literature, Pricc 
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A chatce Colletion of Loyal SONGS 


The Tune, How Unhappy # Phillis 71 Love, 


> 

Et Oliver now be forgotten, 
'Þ His Policy's quite ovt of Dores ; 
Wh Lt Bradfeaw and Hewſun lie rotten, 
ol | Like Sons of Fanatical Whores 


., {MW For Tovey's grown a Patrician, 
en n aa 
i; IM 77 voting damn'd Sedition, 
For many years 

11 5 "OS 
3 Fam'd Politician, 


ſe- WU The Mouth of all E__ Peers. 


Old Toney a Turn-cqar'at IWorc fier. 
"” Yet ſwore he'd maintain the King's Right; 
i But Toney did ſwagger and bluſter, 
F. Yetnever drew Sword on his fide ; 


4 For Toney's Ike an old Stallion, 


mY He has ftill the Pax of Rebellion, be 
4 And never was ſound ; OWN 
£ Like-the Gamelion, ME” 
'; {till changing his ſhape and his ground. 
B ' 3, Old 


_ 


"O14 Toney. made haſt to addreſs Him, , | 


2 A Colleftion f Leyal Songs. 


Old Rowley's return'd ( Heav? ns bleſs Him) 
From Exite and Danger fet free; -- 


And ſwore nene more Loyal than He : 
The King, who knewhim a Traytor, 
And ſaw him ſquint like a Satyr; 
Yet, through bis grace, 
Pardon'd the matter; h 
And gave him fince the "_ and the FI - 


And now- ketle-Claneeilor Towey 

- With Honour had feather'd hjs wing, 

He carefully -pick'd up the money, - 
But never a Groat for the King : 


' "But Toney's luck was confounded, 5 ng 
| * The Duke foon ſmoak*d /him' 2 Rexd-bras E 


From head to heel 
Toney was ſounded, 
And great York Kos - Home? in his Wheel. | 
$. J...v. 
And now little Toney i in paſſion, | 
Like Boy that had nettÞPd his breech, ' 
Maliciouſly took an occafion EE 
, To makta moſt delicate Speech ; 
He told the King, like a Croney, 
If he e'r hop'd to have money, 
He mult be ruPd :.. 
Oh fine Toney ! 
Was ever Potent Monarh ſo ſchool'd?:. 
6, | 
The King iſſues out Proclamation, BN. 
By learned and loyal advice; a 2 
But Torey poſſeſſes the Nation FERD 
The Councel will never be wiſc': 
For Toney is madder and madder, 
And Monmouth's blown like EO, 


4 Colleft;on of Loyal Songs. 
And L----- ce tO, | 


Who grows gladder, | 
That they the great OT are like to ſubdue, 


But Deſtiny ſhortly will La it, 
For Toney's grown gouty and fick ; 
In ſpighrt of his Spiggot and Fawcet, 
The States-man muſt go to Old Nick: 
* For Toney rails at the Papsſ?, 
Yet he himſelf is an 4theif, | . 
Though ſo preciſe, 
Fooliſh and Apiſh, 
Like holy Ruack, or ih: in diſguiſe, 


But now let this Rump of hs Law ſee 
A Maxim-as learned in part, 
Whoe'r with his Prince is too ſawcy, 
"Tis fear'd he's a Traytor in's heart : 
Then Toney ceaſe tobewitt 
By buzzing Treaſon i'th* City, 
And i love the King; 
Soends my Difty; 
Or elſe maiſt thou die, like a Dog, i ina ſtring. 


The Conſpiracy : Or, the Diſcovery of the Fanatiek Plot, 
KL | 
Et Picker ing now beforgotten, , 
Old Rnmbold has wip'd off his ſcores; 
8ince Presbyter Jack went a Plotting, 
The 7e ſuits turn'd out of doors : 
For brewing, (willing of Treaſon, _ 
King-killing without reaſon, 
. Ofallthepack, _ 
Noble or Peaſant, 
None can exceed old Pre:byter Jack. | 
Z% | 
Firſt, the hot SeFaries Voted, 
'Twas Treaſon temurder the King ; | 
| Ba / And 


ww” 


4 , 4 Collefiion of Loyal Songs, 


And next the bold Regicides Plotted 
To cowpals the very ſame thing : 
Their Yotes and Arbitrary Power, 
That ſent the Lords to the Tower, 
We now fee plain, 
Every hour, 
"They'd the old Game play ON _ 


_ and Rumbold —_ 
dſdon their Ambuſh to bring ; 

wa Hear? 2 and the Fire prevented, 

And Providence guarded the King 
The Whzgs the Treaſon propounded; 
But when the Trumper founded 

- For Cambridgeſhire, 
All were confounded, 


Taken, or fled, both Peaſant and Peey. 


4 o 
Monmouth for wit, who was able 
To make to a Crown a Pretence, 
The Head and the Hope of the Rabble, 
A Loyal and Polirick Prince : 
But now he's gone irito Holand, 
To be a King of no-Land, 
Or eMe muſt be | 
Monarch of Poland ; _ 
Was ever Son ſo Loyal as =p 


Lord Gray, and Arinftrerg the Bully, 
(That prudent and politick Knight). 
Who made of his Grace ſuch a Cully, 
Together havetaken their flight. 
Is this your Races, Horſe-matches, 
His Grace's ſwift Diſpatches 
From Shire to Shire ? 
Under the Hatches, 
Now above- Deck they dare not appear. 


A Collefiion of Loyal SONgS8. 


Brave Ruſt, and Sydney the Sully, 
Thar ſtood for the holy O/d Caufe; 
And Trenchard drawn.in for a Cully, 
' In ſpight of Allegiance and Laws ; 
And Wldman too, with his Cannon, 
With Walcot, Hone and Aaren, 
With M:zad.and Bourn,. 
Every man, on 
To Tyourn goes the next inhis turn. 


7 
Next, Valiant and Noble Lord-H----d, 
That formerly dealt in Lambs-wool, 
And knows what it is to be-Tower'd, 
By Impeaching may fi!Ithe Jayls fall; 
And, next tohim, Cully Eranton, 
The Wity and famous H.nmd:n 
uſt take his piace,. 
Who did abandon 
All Loyalty, Religion and Grace., 
8. 
Hone and Rowſe, the King : and His Brother 
That they were to kill ** confeſt, 
And now they hang up one another, 
Holms, Blaney, Lee, Walcot, and Wet : 
May all ſuch Traytors, diſcarded, 
To Tyburn be well guarded, 
And ev*ry thing 
Be ſorewarded, 
That would oppoſe fo gracious a. King. 
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The Whigs Exalration. To an.ol1 Tune of 


—_— ner 


Tanutivy-boys ſhall all godown, 
__ And haughty Monarchy, 
The /:athern Cap ſhall brave the Throne, 
Then hey boys up go we! 
2. 
When once that Antichriſtian Crew 
Are cruſh'd and overthrown, 
We'll reach the Nobles how to bow, 
And keep their Gentry down, * 
Good manners has a bad repute, 
And tends to Pride, we ſee; 
We'll therefore cry all Breeding down, 
And hey boys up go we! 


\ J. 
The name of Lord ſhall be abhorr'd, 
Forev'ry mans a Brother ; 
What reaſon then in Church or St-fe 
One man ſhould rule another ? 
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tus having peed and plunder'd all, 

And levell d each degree, 

el make their pluampyoung Danghtersfall, 
And he boys up go we | 


CY 
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4. 
Vhat though the KING and Parliament 

Cannot accord together, 
We have good cauſe ro becontent, 

This is our Sun-ſhine weather ; 
For if good Reaſon ſhould take place, 

And they ſhould both agree, 

D'zounds who'd be in a Rownd-heads caſe ? 
Fer hey then up. go we. 
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We'l down with all the *Ver/ities + 
Where Learning 1s profett : 

For they ſtill Practice, and Maintgin 
The Language of the Beaſt ; 

We'l Exerciſe in every Grove, - 
And Preach beneath a Tree ; 

We'i make a Pulpit of a Tab, 
Then hey Boyes up go We. 


$ JenJa 


The Wigs ſhall rue FONG chair, 
Who will ſuch Laws invent, R 
As ſhall Exclude the Lawſul Heir 
By AF of Parliament : 
We?l cut his Royal Highneſs down, * 
Ev*n ſhorter by the Knee, 
That He ſhall never reach the Throne, 
Then hey Boyes up go we. 


*; 
We'l ſmite the Idol in Guild-hal, 
And then {as we were wont,) 
We'l cry it was a Popiſþ-Plat, 
And ſwear theſe Rogues have don't, 
His Royal-Highneſs to Unethrone 
Onr Intereſt will be, 


B 4, 
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For if He e're enjoy his own, 
Then hey Boyes up go we. 
8 


Wl break the Windows which the Whore 
Of Babylon has Painted ; 

And when their B:ſhops are pull'd down, 

* Onr EL lers ſhall be Sainted : 

Thus having quite enflay*d the Throze, 
Preteniingto ſet free, 

At length tne GaJows claims its own, 

Then hey Boyes up go we. 


LAS went Bees dd err hint hea 


A rew Song on the Fan, Plot, Tune, Hey” Boyss up $0 we. 


Ow, now the Plot is all .come or, 
That cans'd our Doubts and Fears, 
ecud ail the Tr.be rhit made the Rout, 
Both Commoners and Peers ; 
The mighty Patrons of the Cauſe, 
"Gain#t Page n Pepcry, 
Vhoraisd a Gibbet for our Foes, 


nd hey Bees up oy We. 


V'ira SanCtify'd melons Zral 
The Bretkren diq agree 

To raiſe our Ancient Cemmonweal 

Oa Chriſtian Liberty : 
To underminethe Church ard State, 
And blow up Monarchy ; ; 

But now, alas! -'tis oor own Fate, 

And hey Boyes up go we. 


4.) _—_— vo. —— _ 
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A holy Covenant we took, 
To ſacrifice the King, 

And next to him the Royal Duke, 
A Bloody Offering ; 

For which, according to the Vote, 
The Papiſts all ſhou'd die; 
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But now the Saints have chang'd their note; 
And hey Boyes up go wee 


4+ 
Our Zealous Covenanting Sazrnts, 
Aſſociating Peers, 
ach heart for fear with Patience pants. 
To loſe more than his Ears , | 
Voney's dead, and Monmourh's fled,. 
The Helm is turn'd a Lee | 
he Plot (the Nail) is knock?d o'th head,, 
And hey theu up go we. 


Fo: 
co, Mio longer may the Pap:#; boaft 
Their Bloody black Defigns : 
DId Rome thy Ancient Glory's loft, 
For all thy Learn'd.Divines : 
for Royal Murders, Treaſons baſe,. 
And matchleſs Treachery,. 
The Jeſuits muſt now give place,. 
And hey Boys up go we.. 
6 


ow well did we contrive the. Plot; 
And laid it at their Door, 
or which old Szafford went: to pot,. 
And many guiltleſs more; 
But now the Tide is come about,. 
The Truth of all we ſee ; 
\nd when the Murder all is cut, 
Then hey Boys uf £0 we.. 


7. 

Wumſey's Gold, and Rumbold bold, . 
Confpire to kill the King, 

nd Pickering in fatal hold,. 

Muſt anſwer for the thing ; 

Nelthorp, Weſt , and all the reft,. 

With Perkin may agree, 

0 be o'th' Tower (not Throne) poet; 


Then hey Boys up ga we. 
KH 
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Our City Ryots and =. my Roats, . 
Thzrt to Rebellion tend, 

Our Races, and our Hunting-bouts,: 
In Inſurrections-end ; 

The Rebel now 1s catch'd i'ch” Snare 
He laid for Monarcy ; 

At laſt the Galhows claims its ſhare; 
Then hey Boy; up go we. 


The Whigs Down-fal 
Tune, Hey Boys up go We. 


Ow. now the Axtichriſiian Crew 
Shall all go down, becauſe 


Our Magi#rates do well purſue, 
And Execute the Laws : 
Thoſe Raſcals who do always rail 
Againſt all Law with Spight.; 
Would make a Law againſt the Law, 
_ Great York ſhould loſe his Right. 


To perfet which, they made their choice 
Of Parliaments of late. : 
Of Members that haq nought but Yoice, 

. And Megrims in their Pate : 

WV, Williams he the Speaker was, 
And is'r not wondrous ſtrange ; 
The Reaſcn s plain, be told it was, 
Eecaule they would not change. 


T'e told you Truth, nor thirk it ſtrange ; 
He knew well heir intent, 

1P ©y never meant themſelves to change, 
Bur change the Government : 

For now cry they the King's ſo poor, 
He dares not with us part ; ; 

And therefore we moſt Loyally 
Will break his Royal Hearr. 


lie. 


F” 4 A $;0n of Loyal Songs. * 
The Haheas Corpus AQt is paſt, 
Then fo far we are ſafe; 
He can't impriſon us fo faſt, 
But ſtrait we have Relief: 


He can't deny us ought we ask, 


In ſo much need he ftands ; 

And before that we do Money give, 
We'l tye up both his Hands. 

The Preſident of Forty One, - 

Which were till Forty Eight ; 

Now our Prefidents are grown, 
For why they had theirweight : 

So weigty were they, they cut off 
Our Royal Monarch*s Head ; 

The {elf ſame reaſon bids us now, 


 Toac the {elf fame deed, 


And when we have a Martyr made | 
Of anoth'r Gracious King, 

Then all the Traiterons Plots weve laid, 
We'll to perfeCtion bring : 

And to prote& our wicked Deeds, 
Religion ſhall go down ; 

We'll rout out all the Roy, al Segd, 

Pretenders to-the Crown. 


Thus having Monarchy deſtroy'd, 
We'll govern by Free-w2ll , 
The Light ; of th' Spirit ſhall be our Guige, 
Then what man can do.11l : 
Religinr is the fureſt Cloak 
To hide our Treachery ; 
The Rabbls we'll confine to.th? yoak 
 Pretending to ſet Free. 


Therefore my Country men, truſt not 
Where Religren's the prexence ,, 
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' Forif you do, you'l find a Plet 
To deſtroy your Innocence: 
For thoſe who lead you to Rebel, 
You 1 find 1'th? cloſe to be, 
- Pure In//ruments were fent from Hel, 
To foment Treachery, 


> 


The Downfal of the Good old Cauſe. 
Tune, Hey Boys up go we, 


Ow the bad Old Cauſe is Tapt, 
N And the Yeſſe] ftandeth ſtoop'd 

't he Cooper may ltarve for want of work, 

For the Cask ſhall never be hoop'd: 
We will barn the Aſſociation, 

The Covenant and Vow; 

The publick Cheat of the Nation, 
Anthony," now, now, now. 


No Fanatick ſhall bear the ſway, 
In Court, City, or Town ; 

Three good Kingdoms to Betray, 
And cry the Right Line down : 
Let them cry, They love the King - 

- Yer if they hate his Brother, 
Remember Charles they murdered, 
And ſo they would the other, | 
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Weavers and fuch like Fellows 
In Pulpit daily prate; 
Like the Croenanters, 
Againf the Church and State : 
f 'Yet they cry, They love the King. 
.But their Baſizeſs will diſcover, 
Charles the firſt they Murdered, 
" nd ſo they would the other. 


— 
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here theſe Fellows go to Drink, | 
In City or in Town ; 

ey Villify the Biſhops, 
And they cry the Stuarrs down ; 
rill they cry , They love the King,. 
But their Buſineſs I'll diſcover ; 
harles the fir## they Murdered, 
And ſo they would the other. 


Vhen the King pond Money 
Poor Tangier to Relieve 
hey cryed down his Revenue, 
Not a Penny they would give : 
till they cry*d, They leve the Keng, 
But their Buff oneſ, Pl diſcover ; 
harles the firit they Murdered, 
And ſo they would the other. 


he Noble Marqueſs of Wercefter, 
And many ſuch a Brave Lord ; 
dy the King killing Crew, 

They daily are. Abhor'd: 

nd call'd Evil Conncellors, - 
When the trath, oe did diſcover ; 
11d Charles the 8 they Murdered, 
Hnd ſo they wou { rhe orber. 


ne Papifts they would Kill the ts 
But the Faniticks did ; 
eir Perjurtes and Treacheries 
Are not to be paralcll'd : 
et them cry, They love the King, © 
Their Faults I will diſcover ; 
harles zhe firſt they Murdered, 
And ſo they would the other. 


harles the 2d ſtands on's Guard, | 
Like a good Politick King ; 
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The Fanaticks ought to be abhor'd ; 


For all their Flattering : EE ' 
Ml Let them cry, They love the King, , 
mw! - Their Tricks I will diſcover ; = 
| Charles the firft they Murdered, | | | 
And. ſo they would the othar. 


Now let all good SubjeQs be 
That bear a Loyal heart ; 
Stand faſt for the King, 
And each man a& his part : ; 
And to ſupport his Soverergn, | 
Religion and the Laws, | [2 
That formerly were eftablifh'd, - L Y 
And down with the Cu#ſed Cauſe. - : 


The Riddle of the Reundhend. To the Tune, Now athft q 
the Riddle is expoundcd. / 


\ | Ow at laſt the Riddle is Expounded, d 
Which fo longthe Nation has confounded, | 

| For the Roundhead 
Begins the Game again, 


D 
Fo 
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Which ſo well they play'03 in Fotty four, 
Now with greater hope 3 
For the fine Sham-plots will ne'r give over, . 
Tilſ they piouſly have routed Ring and Pope. 
2.- 


Anthony that worm of Reformation, - 
Who of Commenwealth has laid Foundation, - 
Which the Nation 
So hotly does purſue 3 ; | 
Let him be rewarded in the Tower, 
For his Merits dae : 
By that buſie Plotting head laid lower, 
We may perhaps eſcape co might enſue. 


Perkin makes fine legs to ik Rabble, 


Who to make him King he thinks are able-; 
But the Bable 9s 
Is only ſhew'd for uſe: + | 
The filly Idior ſerves but for a Toel ſtill, 
For Knaves to work their Fates, 
Bur doth remain a dull mittaken Fool til!, 
For all their damn'd Cabals and Wapping Treats. 


4- : 

The moſt zealous Parliament devoted, 

For the publick good devoutly voted, 

Pray note it, 
That the Dake muſt ne'er be King ; 
And like honeſt faithful loyal SnbjeQs, 
His Majeſty implore, 
To fign their pious and religions Projects; 
Or elſe the threatn'd: King muſt reign no more. 


5-* 
The renowned work of Res on, 
To be carry:d on throughout the Nation, 
In a Paſſion 
They. yote the Canons down : 
AQs and Statyres atl muſt be confounded, . 
Law and Jaftice too, 


"Thar they once more the Nation may undo. 


Lords and Biſhops both 3 are uſclefs Voted; 
And the faftious ctew who gravely Plorted, 
Are noted 
For Lords and Comms too, 
IWhigs andBrumighams with. ſhams and ftories 
Are True Proteſtants, 
And Proteſtants are Maſquerages and Twies, 
The Modern Reformation of the Saints. 


$, 
OldQueen Beſs that made the beſt [ndentures, 
Good King Femy too againſt Diſſenters, 
| He ventures 
To turn them out of doors ; 
To take in Quakers, Puritans and Ranters; 
The Parliament implores, . 
To build a Kirk of Whigs and Covenanters, 
And make a Lawful Race of Sons of Whores. 
8. 
Rewley now with Wiſdom and grave Reaſon, 
To prevent the ſwift approaching Treaſon, 
In ſeaſon 
Put a period to their ſtrife ; 
In Oxford all the ſtratagems confounded; 
The Roguiſh Joyzer too ; 


And may no better fate attend theRoundbead 


That wou'd the Church my 'Monarchy ſabdue. 


Oxford loyal youths who "TI to ſham us, 


With a perjur'd Bill of TR. 


Or name us 
For Loyal, Traytors known z- 
Soon found a flaw i'th* bottom of the Joyner, 
By Juſtice and the Laws, . 


Of Church and Commonwealth an Underminer, 
Who fell a Martyr in thy Good Old Cauſe... | 
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To make way for the proud rebellious Roundhead, 


A Coleettion of. Loyal Songs, 
LO” ..- oe 
Now for ſhame ye Zealots be andbentas.” : 
Boaſt no more Allegiance, ſince a Roundhead 
Is grounded __ _. 3 Pre Koi rent 

Upon the Holy Sham: | 
How dare ye talk of Loyalty, a Hacer 

Of Juſtice, King and Laws, : oy 
ince the Whiggi/ſh F Proteſtant is found a "Taytor,. 
\nddies a Martyr in the Good Qld Cauſe, 


he Loyal Sheriff; of Louden and Middleſex: Upon their 
Election. TG, Now at Ly the Riddle, &c. 


| Ow at laſt the Matter 1s decided, 
N Which {3 long the Nation has div ided, 
Miſguided 
'By Intereſt and blind Z-al, 
Which fo well in Forty four they ated; 
Now with greater hear, - 
They again a& o*re like Men diſtrated, 
To give to — 2 new Defeat. . 


MFamous North, of ble Birth and Breeding, 
And in Loyal Principles exceeding ; 
Is pleading . - 
B To ttand his Countreys Friend, 
FTo do Juſtice to the King and Nation, 
$. Some ſo much oppoſe, 
To renew the Work of Reformation, 
YAnd carry on again the Good Old Cauſe. 


3+ 
Next renowned Box as high commended, 
And of Loyal Parentage deſcended ; 
Intended 
To do the City Right, 
F With true Courage, and firm Reſolution, 
He the Ha/ adorns; 
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But the Heads were all i in 2 Confuſion : 


Such din there was and ratling wich their Horns: _ 


"_ 
Prick up ears, NO” oh for one another, 
Let not Box (an old ret Brother”; 
Nor Yother 
Our properties command * . 
He's 2 King's-wan, North is nothing berter, 
They walk Hand in Hand 
He you know is the Lord Mayor's Creature : 
And ——_ ' not fit that they ſhould ſtand. 


F. 
Where arc now our Liberties and Freedom ? 


Where ſt all we find ſuch friends when we ſhou'd. 


To bleed %em | 
And pull the Torys down, 
- 'Topuſh for our int'reſt; who, can blame us ? 
Sheriffs rule in the Town, 


When we loſe our darling 1 GNOR 4MUS.: 


We lofe the Combat, and the day's s their.own. 
[Pp 
Then let every man ſtand bv his Brother, 
Pol ore ten times, Pol one for another ; 
What a Pother 

You ſee the Tories make, 

Now or never , now to {ave your Charter, 
Or your hearts will ake, 

If it goes for them, expe& no Quarter : 

If Law and Juſtice rule our heels muſt ſhake. 


] + 
Rout,a Rout,joyn *Prentice,Bofe and Peaſant, 
Let the White-hal Party call it Treaſon, 
| -*Tis Treaſon 
We ſhould our Necks defend, 
Routs and Ryors, Tumul:sand Sediti 07, 
Poll *ern o're again,. 
Theſe do beſt agree with our Condition ; 
If Merarchy prevail, we're all loſt men. 
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he Lord Mayor is Loyal ir his ſtation, 
WLas what will become o'th I wony 
O'th* Natiorw - # / 


rangle, Bratigle: huft:and keep a Gals 
If we loſe the Field. * 

Bo! em o're.again , it makes no marrer*: 
For tho' we loſe the day, we ſcorn to yield. 


en for Box, ahd Twenty ! for Papillion, 
ri a thouſand, and 'Dubers @ million: 
; What” Villain”. 
- $ Ovr Intereſt dare oppo IF, 
; | With thoſe noble Patrio?s thus they fided, 
I To uphold the Cavſe; 
Y Put the good Lord Mayor the Caſe decided: 
And once again two Loyal Werthies choſe. 
1 9. 
Noble North and famous Box 'promoted, 
By due Courſe and legal Choice-allorred ; 
They Voted 
To be the City Shrezves, 
And may they both to Lonadous Commendation, 
Her Ancient Rights reſtore, 
To do that Juſtice to the King and Natron, 
{Y Whick former Fa#ions have deny'd before. 


If the Sheriffs be Lo al tos 2 © LEE ATHS 
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.Old Femmy, Tune of, Young Jewmy. 


VILE 
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[ | t. | 
| Ld Femmy is a Lad T 
|} Right lawfully deſcended, A ; I 
'W | No Baſtard born nor bred, | Y 
181 Nor for a Whig ſuſpended : | : Bo 
The true and lawful Heir to th* Crown, \Y 1 
By Right of birth and Laws, | Br 
And bravely will maintain his own, ' 

. In ſpight of all his Foes. , 
2. TT 
| Old Femmy is the Top ' 
And Chief among(t the Princes; - 'Y 5 
No Mobile gay Fop, Yi 
With Brimigham pretences : | V 
A Heart and Soul ſo wondrous great | | 
And ſuch a conqu'ring Eye, 'Y C 

| That every Loyal Lad fears not | 


| In Zewmy's Cauſe to die. 


A ColleJion of Loyal Songg. 
_ | 
Old Jemmy is a Prince | 
Of noble Refolutions, - "Ire 
hoſe powerful influence 
JO Can order our Confuſions : 
IS But oh ! He fights with ſuch a Grace 
”" i No force can him withſtand : 
ENo God of War but muſt give place 
2 | Where Jemmy leads the Van. 
4 
To Jemmy every Swain - | 
: J Does pay due Veneration ; 


"And Scotland does maintain 
| His Title to the Nation, 
 YThepride of all the Court he ſtands 
— | ThePatron of his Cauſe, 
& | 4 neo and Hope of all this Friends 


: 


_—_ The terrour of his foes. 


| 5. 
FJ Maliciouſly they Vote, 
'F To work Old Femmy's Ruin, 
J And zeslouſly promote - 
A Bill for his undoing : 
. Both Lords and Commons moſt agree 
To pull his Highneſs down , 
But (*ſpight of all their Policy ) 
Old Zemmy's. Heir to th? Crown. 
6. 


a CET non” 


The Schiſmatick and Saint, 
The Bapr:ft and the Atheiſt, 

Syear by the Covenant, 

8 Old Femmy is a Papift;- 
Whilſt all the Holy-Crew did ho 

To pull his Highneſs down, -- 

Great Albawy 8 Noble Scat 

Did raiſe unto a Crown, 


. . we 
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Old Jemy's come again. 


A Calleftion of Loyal Boe. 


7+ 
Great Albany they ſwear, 
He before any other, 
Shall be immediate Heir 
Unto his Royal Brother, 
Who will in ſpigkt of all his Foes, 
His Lawful Rights maintain. 
And all the Fops that interpole, 
Old Femmy's Nork again. 


8. 
Thi Whigs and Zealous Plot 
To baniſh him the Nation, 
But rhe Renowned Scot © 
Hath wrought his Reſtauration. 
Wirh high Reſpedts they creat his Grace 
His Royal Cauſe maintain ; 
Brave Albany (to Scotland's Praiſe) 
Is mighty Tork again. 


Againſt his envious Fates 
The Kirk hath raught a Leſlon ; 
A Bleſſing on the States, 
To ſettle the Succeſſion. 
They real were, both Knight and Lord, 
And will his Right maintain; 
By Royal Parliament reftor'd, 
Old Femmy's come again. 
I ©. 
And now he's come again, 
In ſpight of all Pretenders,'/ .: --, x 
Great Albany ſhall Reign- . © (1: 
Amongſt the Faith s Defenders. . 
Let Whig and Brimigham repines. 
They ſhew their Teeth in vain "F 
The Glory of the Briti/þ Live, | 


A new Song 0n the Arrival of Prince George, and his 
Intermarriage with Re __ Anne. Tune Old Jemmy. 


Rince George at laſt is come, 
Fill every man his Bumper ; 
For the Valiant Dane make room, . - 
Confuſion to each Rumper, 
And ev*ry prodigal ſtarch'd Fool 
Aſpires unto a Crown, 
By hopes of Plotting Kuaves to rule, 
Who next wou'd pull _ down, 


cons. Great aorta our King, 
And his illuſtrious Brother, 
Whilit Figs in halters ſwing, 
And hang upon another : 
The joyful Bridegroom and:rhe Bride, 
Prince George of Royal Race, 


Of all the Swains the Joy and Pride, 


The ſubje& of their _ 


Brave George he is a Lad | 
With all perfeQions ſhining z z 

Withev'ry Virtue clad, ; 
And every Grace refining : 

But oh! of ſuch a warlike Race, -. 
So Conqu' ping are his Charms, 


No Mars in Field, but muſt giye place 


To his Victorious Arms. 


Brave George , Great Denmark's Son, , 


(A ſtout and warlike Nation) | 
y Birth to Engl/and*s Crown 
A near and dear R6lation ;- 
But now the Knot is dqubly ty d, 
Which makes him ſtill more near, 


The Knot which Knawves would have deftroy'd, 


By cutting off the Heir, 


: A ColleGsov of Loyal Songs. 


23 


+24 "ju Coletion of Loyal Songs 


* But now the Tribe's difpers d, 
- 7 Their Projeas are defeated, 


7. 
Let M-.—h for 8 Crown, 


Which Walcot and the reſt 

Did hope to have compleated : . * 
And now they! pay for all their ſcores, | E 

Who for that »t*reft flood, E 
And let *em hang for Sons of Whores, 

Who thirſt for Royal-Blood, 


rr ad C 
Poor Perkin! where's the hope 7 
Of all thy high: promoting ? | 


Now, Bully Tom, a Rope - 
Has crown'd thy 'Cheits'and: Plotring: F 

Let Forguſon with Gray eſcape, = > 
"They fafe are ev'ry where; © "014. 

If Murder, Treaſon, Lift and Rape ' —_ h 
Can paſs ESErE here. O72 TO | & 


That hopeful Prince ſo Loyal. - 
Away with-Rebels run, 
To raiſe an Army-Royal : 
Brave George for Englind ſcorns to bt 
Old Fewmy ſtout as He, H 
Their Plots and Malice we defic, | 
And all their — | | | 


May Heav'n, which us did raiſe 
O'th* Proteſtant Profeſhon, - 

In His Immortal Race 
Maintain the juſt Succeſſion, / 


That no pretending Baſtard bold 


In time to come may dare - | *.*S 
His lawlefs Title to. uphold, 
Againlt the Lawful Heir. 


ne 
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To the Tune of, Hail to the Myrtle Shades. 


TITUS Tell Troth, A ew S ONG, 


<5 


HE  _ _ —_—_ ag gs 


I 
Ail to the Knight of the Po#t; 
To T:tx#s-the Chief of the Town, 
i:tus who vainly did boaſt . 
Of the Salamanca Gown ; 
Titus who ſaw the world o're, 
| From the Tower of Yalidolid, 
Yet ſtood in the White-horſe door, . 
And ſwore to it, like the Creed. 
2 
- Titus at Wattion in May, 
To Titus at Iſlington ; 
And Titus the ſelf ſame day 
Both here and there again- 
Titus who never {wore Truth, 
His Politick Plots to maintain, * 
And never yet bawk'd an Oath, 
When call'd to the Teſ# again. 
C 


Then 


_—  ——— —_p=" = —c 
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ThenTi/tns was Meckeſt of all, 
When Newer a penny in's Pur,” 
And oft did-on P:ckering call, 
His Charity to imburſe. 
But when he ſwore Damnable Oaths, 
And Lying eſteemed no Sin, 
Then Titus was One of thoſe 
Whom the Devil had entred in. 


4 
[Then Tit2s the Frown of Heav'n, 
And Tits a Plague upon Earth, 
Titus who'Ine'r be Forgiyen, | 
Curs'd from his Fatal Birth ; i 
Tits the Curſe and the Doom 
, Ofthe Rich and the Poor Man too ; 
Oh ! Titus thou Shred of a Loom, 
What a Plague doſt thou mean todo ? 


5 
Titus an Orthodox Berf?, 
And Titz a Presbyter Tall ; 
Titus a Popiſh Prieſt, | 
And Titus the ſhame of all ; \ 
Titis who ne'r had the Skill, i 
The wiſe with his Plots to deceive. 
But Titus whoſe Tongue can kill, 
Whom Nature has made a Slave, 
8 9 
Titus the Light of the Town, 
Where Zealsrs aud MWhizs do reſort ; 
Titus the Shame of the Gown, 
And Titus the Scorn of the Cour?, 
7::5 who ſpew*dout the Truth, 
" To {wallow the Covenant; 
But never yet bluſh'd at an Oath, 
Whom Ly:7;g has male a Sant. 


7 
Yer Tituc believed cou'd be 
Azainft avy Popif7 Lor \, 


: 

© 
&% 
fr. 


it 


Whilſt ill againſt Shaftsbury 
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The Witneſs and Trnth's ibhor'd ; 
So Titus got Credit and Gold 
For Lying, and thought it no Sin; 
But againſt D:ſſenters. bold, 
The Truth is not worth a pin. 
«4 8 


Thus T7*us ſwore on a pace, 


*Gainſt thoſe whom he never did ſee, 
Yet 7T:t4s with brazen Face 
Wou'd our Preſerver be. 
But as Titus the foreman in Trufts 
Diſcover'd this Miſtery : 
May Titus fo be the F'r{?, 
That leads to the Tr:iple-Tree. 


Hue-and-Song after pgs Ward. The ſame Te. 
Yo hail to tai Air Town, 
Hail to the Mayor and the Shrieves; 

Hail to the Scarlet Gown, 

Whoſe Sentence our Parience grieves: 
Juſtice and Lay hath prevail'd, 

With Patience a Verdi to find, 
'Gainſt Patience, whoſe Conſciencefail'd ; 

Oh Patience | why art fo blind? 

2 

Patience, the j joy of the Town, 

The comfort and hope of the Crowd ; 
Patience, who got great renown 

By Perjury, Lies, and Fraud : 


Patience who ne'r had the Heart 
His Sovererign's Rights to maintain 


But Patience he had the Art 


To Swear and Forſwear again. 


3 
Patience for Church and for State, 


And Patience for Meetings byſtealth -; 
C2 Patt 
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Patience, who would Tranſlate 
The State to a Commonwealth : 
Whoſe Zeal has his Patience betray'd, 
To lie for the Saints in diſtreſs ; 
Nay, tho” he's Forſworn, (*tis ſaid,) 
He Swore he could do no leſs, 


4 
Patience, whoſe Zeal did contrive 
The Monument, Figures, and Spire, 
That while there's a Papiſt alive 
We may not forget rhe Fire : 
The Pilory now is his Lot, 
- He hasrais'd ſuch a flame with his Crew, 
That Londen is now too hot ; {6 
Oh Patience 7 where art thon now ? | 


5 
Patience for Zeal tothe Cauſe, 
Did Preach to the Captives in Goal, 
Patience, with great applauſe, 
Gave large to an Hoſptal : 
To Uſe new his Money may lend, 
For Pomfret he'l never more ſtand, 
Nor Warrants for Thompſon ſend, 
T'pleaſe Titus o'th' Perjur'd Band. 
6 
P.zt:ence with Coller of Braſs, 
To woful Diſafters did fall, 
Patience with Copper Face, 
And a Conſcience worſe than all ; 
*o Hollaud, to Holland he goes : 
For plainly now it appears, 
That (in ſpight of all Whiggi/h Laws,) 
Iancramus can't fave his Ears, 


7 
Some fay thar the S3ints may not Swear, 
But Lze ev'n as much as they car; 
| Yet! 


Yet 
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Yet Patience in ſpight on's Ears, 
Will Swear and Forſwear again : 
That Patzexce ſhould be ſo far loſt, 
Alas . who with Patience can bear ? 
That a Saint ſhould be Knight 0h Poſt, 
And an Elger without an Ear: 
6M 
Let ev*ry good Subject with Me, 
Who Patiencea Virtue doth praiſe, 
Leſt he fall into Perjury, | 
With Patience pray for more Grace, 
But now I with Pazzence have done, 
Leſt with Patience I keep ſucha Rox?, 
That aſtray more with Pazzence run, 
And weary your Patzence out, 


Oates thraſft in the Compter, and ſack'd up in New- 
- . gate. Tune, Hail to the Myrtle Shades. 


| 


Ailto the Prince of the B/of, 
Ali hail to.the Knight of rhe Pf, 


Focr Titus ! *ris now thy Lot 


To pay for all the Roaſt, 


. From Wine, and fix Diſhes a day, 


Is ſure a deplorable Fate, 
To fall to the Basket, and pray 
Foran Alms through an 1ron-g- ate. 
2 
T:tu5 who once was a Prince, 
Now Titus a Captive in Goal, 
Titts who lov'd a Wench, 
Or any thing worea tail ; 
Titas who made a full pais 
At a following Bum in the Room, 
Is clapt up himſelf by the Arſe.. 
And cannot reverſe his Doom. 


C3 
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| Did T:t4s ſwear true for the King? 
l And is the good Dofor forſworn ? 
Nid T5 our Freedom bring ? 
And Oates in Newgate Mourn ; 
Was T:t4s the Light of the Town ? 
8 The Saviourand Guardian proclaim'd, 
|| | And now the poor Doffor is thrown 


To a Dungeon, in Darkneſs damn'd? 


4 
But now, to declare the Cauſe, 
I'll tell you as bricf as I can, | 
The DoFor can't in the cloſe. 
Prove Tit##5 an honeſt Man : 
Can T:z45 be juſt to the King, 
From Treaſon and Treachery ſet free, 
When the DoFor hangs in a String, 
For Pls:ting, and Perjury. 
5 
For Dammage the DoFor has done, 
Poor T!taus is got in the Pound, 
Till the DoFor produce the Sum, 
Full :hirty thouſand Pound : 
If you knew on what damnable ſcore ; 
* Such perilous words he brought forth, 
You'd {ay his falſe Tongi1e coſt more | 
Thien ever his head was worth, ' | 
| 6 
The DoFor an Evidence, 
Againſt our great Duke did conie in ;- 
Nay, ſuch was his Infolence, 
| To impeach our Gracious Queen ; 
| For which, ſuch 12d:ments are brought, 
Such Attions of Scandal crowd in, 
| That T:tas could wiſh, 'tis thought, 
He were out of the DoFors Skin, 


ns Wl Canoe 


'' 
| 


| 
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Nay, further, while Tits ſwore, 

For the ſafety and life of the King, 
The Do#or began to roar, 

And he belch'd out his poyſon'd Sting ; 
The Door for Titus may ſtretch, . 

H*has fo brought his busneſs abour, 
Without the kind help of Kerch 

It's fear'd he will ſcarce get our. 


8 
Through ſixteea cloſe Key-holes, *tis plain, 
Inviſible Tz#zs did paſs, 
And the Door got back again, 
To catch a great Don at Maſs. 
But now they are both in the Trap, - 
'Tis a wager but Fack in the Fields, 
{Tho' Titus may chance to eſcape) 
Has the Do#or fait by the heels. .. 


Pluto, rhe Prince of Darkneſs, his Ent ertainment of Col- 
lonel Algernoon Sidney, up9n-his Arrival as the In- 
fernal Palace. Tune, Hazl to the Myrtle Shades. 

Pluto. | 
Oom, room, for great Algernoon, 
You Furzes that ſtand in his way ; 
Let an Officer unto me come, 
Who ſerv'd me every day, 


Promoting Sedition and Evi], , 


To alter the Church and the Szare, 
He deferves an Imployment in He/, 
He has done great ſervice of latc, 
Pluto. 
He is one of the damn'dold Crew, 
Who Voted the death of the Kixg : 
At Oxford again he did ſue 
To be at the ſelf-ſame thing. 
All miſchiefs on Earth he devis'd, 
All Hazards he alſo did 1un, | 
C4 Te 


3 2 
To render my Name ſolemniz'd 
With theRabble of  Londou Town, 
Pluto. 
To Monarchy he was 2 Foe, | 
Religion he always difdain'd, 
*Gainit Government and the Laws too, 
Damn'd Anarchy he maintain'd ; 
I1l give thee Preferment here, 
Since England has baniſht thee thence, 
Brave Sidney thou need*lt not to fear, 
Thou ſhalt have great Recompence. 
Shaftsbury. 
Now Monarchy has prevail'd, 
Our Fanatick Plots to Cefeat, 
On whom is the Cayſe entail'd ? 
Who'lfſtand it in ſpighrt of Fare ? 
Ve that maintain'd it {o long, | 
From Juſtice were forced to fly; | 
If you then had come along, 
You needed not there to die. 
Eſſex. 
The FaF1ous arequite undone, 
For loſs of the Fanatick Peers ; 
Now Shaft5bary and I are gone, 
Poor Oates will loſe his Ears. 
For M------hour Shams and Intrigues 
To th* World has plainly declar'd, 
And H-----d our ſolemn Zeagnes, 
In the Pl a long time _ 
Ruſſel. 
Pm glad you are ſafe arriv'd, 


Tho' I doubt you met Jack by the way, 


Now M--«----þ is reconcil'd, 

What a plague is become of Gray ?. 
Rebellion could ne'r diſallow 

Confſpiring againſt the Prince, 
Though I by a Sham-dying Vow 

Did plead great Innocence. 


. 
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The Swearers Chorus to the Presbyterian Plot 
To the Tune of, The Fowial Begger. 


SEEESEHHt= 


au —_—_ ow I a p__ ne 2 o—_ 
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# 


Here was a Monſtrous Door , . 
"E This DoFor had no Peer, .. 
A Rogue from his Cradle, 
And bred to Lie and Swear ; 
And a Swearing we will go, w:ll go, will go, 
And a Swearing we willgo. 
2 
A Bag for my Pilgrims, . 
Another for Black-Bills, 
Ten thouſand blank Commiſſies - 
To move as many Hills : 
And a Swearing we will go, &ce . 


A Bag for my Sallzry, 
From every Fool ſubborns, -. 
Three brawny Bums to follow me, . ; R 
And Bugger them by turns : 
And a Buggering we will go, Ve. 
TIBs 


4. 
A Bag for my Plunder, 
Sir William's on the ſcent ; . 
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The Pole did ne*'r ſo Thunder 
In the Grand YV:izier's Tent : 
And a Plund'ring ye will go, &c. 


d 
A Bag for my Necklace, 
(| Another for my Plate ? 
' | Then all ſhall be Fiſh 
18 That comes in Waller*s Net ; 
And a Plund'ring we _ go, Kc. q 


A Bag for my P:/tols 

And Conſecrated Knives, 
And one for Tormentilliv's, 

T*tright Fools out of their Lives : 
Anda Plotting we will go, &c. 


7 
A Bag for the Parſon, 
Another for Doz John ; 
Though I ſwore like a Whoreſon 
__ Yerftill I did ſwear on: 
Hnd a Swearing we will go, &c. 
: 8 


Through four and twenty Key-holes | 
I fally'd like a Witch, 

And through as many Brick-walls 
P11 ſwear Iwent through ſtitch : 

And a Swearing 1 will go, &Cc. 


"— 10 9 
To Lambeth we will go, 
Where we firſt made the P/o7 ; 
While Prance and Ican ſwear and lie, 
They all ſhall gotopot : 
And a Plotting we will go, KC. 
10 
Then we'l to Godfrey Bo, 
; (ERR And find him Kal oh? pot, 
100 And ſwear the Papifts did it, 
20 To prove our Popi/f- -Pher : 
Aud 8 OE ring we pill go, Kc, 


—y 
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IT | 
A Gown I have for ſhew 
Amongſt the Clergy grave, 
And, when I pleaſe a Cloak 
To hide the double Knave : 
And a Plotting we will go, &c. . 
I2 
I had a pretty knack 
To Wheedle, Swear and Lye, 
By the Rebellious Rabble , 
How much admir'd was I ! 
When a Swearing we did go, &c. 
13 
In fair London Town - 
I live, and pay no Rent ; 
The Brethren they provide for me, , 
AndI am well content : 
And a Swearing we will go, &Cc.. 


I& -. 
Of all Ocupations 5 
The Swearer is moſt bleſt ; - 
For when he ſwears moſt falſly, : 
He's always paid the beſt : 
Aud a Swegring we will go, &Cc. 
> Wop 
i tear no Plots againſt me, - 
Although the Whzgs Rebel ; 
Then who would be honeſt, ; 
Sinceſuch Rogues fare ſo well? | 
And aPlotting we will go, will go, will go, » 
And a Plotting we will go. 


The Beggers Chorus, in the Jovial Crew. 4 wew Twn?. = 


I 
Here was a Jokial Begger - 
: He had a Wooden Leg, 
Lame from his Cradle, . - 
And forced for to Peg : | 
And a Begging we will gb, will go, &c, -. & 4 


» 
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2 
A Bag for my Oat-meal, - 
Another for my Rye; 
A little Bottle by my ſide, 
To drink whenT'ma dry ;. 
And a Begging we will go, &c, 
: 3 


ABag for my Wheat, 
Another for my Salt, 
A little pair of Crutches, 
To ſ{echow I can halt ; 
And a Begging we will go, &c; 


A Bag tor my Bread, i 
Another for my Cheeſe, 

A.little Dog to follow me, 
And gather what I leeſe , 

Lind a Begging we will go, &C. 


To Pimblico we?l go, 

Where we ſhall mery be ; 
With every man a Can in's hand, 
. And a Wench upon his knee ; 
And a Begging we ol g0, &c. 


Anil when that we're Lipoſed, 
We tumble on the Graſs, 

With our long patch'd Coats,. | 
For to hide a prett y-Laſs ; 

Hnd a Begging we will go, &Cc. 


Seven years I ſerved 

My goud old Maſter 11s, 
Seven years I begged 

- Whilit I was but a Child ; 
And a Begging wew!ll go, Ko, _ 
8 

] had the pretty knack, 
To wheedle and to cry, 
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By 


| 
| 
[1 
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By young and by old, 
Much pittyed then was T ; 


Aud a Begging wew!ll go, &c, 
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: And got Eos of pelt, 
f Bit 70-.e now be praiſed, 

I now beg for my ſelf; 
| ÞAndabcgging we will go, &Cc. 
- II 


= Within a hollow Tree 

| I live, and pay no rent, 

Providence provides for me, 
AndI am well content; 

And abegging we will go, &&« 

I2 

I fear no Plots againſt me, 
But live in open Cell, 

Then who wou'd bea Kirg - 
When a Begger lives ſo well ; 

Aud a Begging we will go, &c. 


Ce rr co ren ew 


Panatick Zeal, or a Looking-glafs for the Whige Tune 
4 Swearing we will go, &c, 
I 
W- wou'd not b$.2 Tory, 
When the Loyal arecall'd ſo; 

Anda /þ;g now is knowny 
P To be the Nations Fee ; 
Y So a Tory I will be, will be, will be, 
And a Tory I will be. 


2 A Collefiion of Loyal Songs, 
2 
With little Band preciſe, 
Hair Presbyterian cut ; 
Whig turns up Hands and Eyes 


Tho* ſmoaking hot from Slxr, 
So a Tory I will be, &c, 


Black Cap turn'd up with wh:re, 
With wool Neck and Face; 
And Month with Non-ſence ſtuft ; 
Speaks Whig a man of Grace 
And a Tory I will be, &c, 


4 / 
The S:ſtersgo to Mcetings 
To meet tteir Callants there , 
And oft miſtake for my Lord, 
And ſnivle out my Dear : 
And a Tory Twill be, &c. 
d 
Example, we do own - 
Then Precept better is; 
For Creſwel ſhe was ſafe, 
When ſhe liv'd a Private Miſc; \ 
And a Tory 1 will be, &c. 
; 6 
The Wh:gs tho' ner fo proud, 
Sometimes have been as loy : 
For there arc ſome of Note, _ 
- Have ſong a Ravee- Show. 
And a Tory I will be, &c. 


Theſe Myſorooms now have got 
Their Champion rurnecoat Hick, 
| But if the Naked truth were known, , 
| They *r aflilte!l by O/d Nick. 
| And a Tory 1 w:?! br, &c. 
To be, and to bs not 
Af once 1% in their Oper: : 


| 


For when they*r In, they'r Guilty, 
But clear when out o'th* Tower ; 
And a Tory 1will be, &c. 
9 
To carry ontheir Deſigns, 
Tho't contradidts their Senſe : 
They'l clear a Whiggi/h Traytor 
Againſt plain Evidence. 
And a Tory I will be, &C., 
-. 16 
The Old Proverb doth us tell, 
Each Dog will have his day, 
And Whig has had his roo, 
For which he*l ſoundly pay ; 
Ss aTory I will be, &c. 
II 
For Bodkins and for Thrimbles, 
Now let your Tub#ers cant ; 
Their confounded tyr'd Cauſe, 
Had never yet more want. 
So a Tory I will be, &c. 
I'2, 
For Ienoramns Toney 
Has left you in the Lurch ; 
And you have ſpent your Money, 
So faith e*en come to Church. 
For a Tory I will be, &c. 
1.3. 
They are of no Religion, 
Be it ſpoken to their Glories, 


' For Sr. Peter and St. Paul, 


With Them both are Torzes, 

And a Tory 1 will be, &c. 
I 4 

They 'r excellent contrivers, 

I wonder what they'r not; 
For ſomething they can make 

Of nothing, and a Plex, 
And a Tory 1 will be, 
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| I5 
But now your Holy Cheat 
Is known throughout the N ation, 
And a Wh:z is known to be 
A thing quite out of Faſhion : 
And a 'Y'ory I will, will be, will be, . 
And a Tory Iwillbe. 


Leah Lmentation for the boſs of their Charter-- 
To the Twne of, Packington's Pound. 


CO CEEES — _ JE. 


. I 
Ou Free-men, and Maſters, and Prentices mourn, 
| Fornow you are left with your Charter forlorn : 
Ghace London was Lonaon, I dare boldly ſay, 
For your Riots you never ſo dearly did Pay 5 . 
In Weſtminſter-Hall 
Your Dagon did fall,. 
That caus's you to Ryet and mutiny all : 
Oh London! Oh I.cxdon ! thon®d ff better had 07, 
Than thus with 'hy Charter #0 vie with the Throne, 


2 Ol 
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Oh London! Oh London! how cou'dit thou pretend, 
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Againſt thy Defender thy crimes to defend ? 
Thy Freedsm and Rights from kind Princes did Spring, 
And yet in.contempt thou withſtandeſt thy King : 
With bold brazen Face 
They pleaded thy Caſe, 
In hopes to the Charter, the King wou'd give place : 
O/ London ! thon'dft better uo Charter at all, 
Than thus for Rebellion thy Charter ſhou'd fall, 


Since Britains to Londen came over to dwell, 


You had an old J;harter to buy and to ſell ; 
And whilſt in A!/egrance each honeſt man lives, 
Then you had a Charter for Lord Mayor and Shrievgs 
But when, with your Pride, 
You began to backſlide, 
And London by Factions did run with the Tide 
Then London, Oh London! -*7;s time to witharan, 
Left the Flood of your FaGtions the Land vyer- flow. - 


| 4 
When FaQion and Fury of Rebels prevail'd, | 
When Ceblers were Kings, and Monarchs were Jayl'd ; 
When Maſters in Tumults their Prentices led, 
And the Tal did begin to make War with the Head; 

When Thomas and Kate © 
Did bring in their Plate, 

T”uphold the Old Cauſe of the Rump of the State : 
Then tell meOh London ! I prithee now tell, 

Had thou er a Charter 0 Fight and Rebel? 


Eh, 5 
When zealous Sham-Sherifs the City oppoſe, 
In ſpi$ht of the Charter, the King, and the Laws, 
And make fuch a Ryot and Rout in the Town, 
That neyer before ſuch a Racket was known ;. 
When Ryoters dare | 
Arreſt the Lord May'r, | 
And force the King's Subſtitute out of the Chair; 


. » 


PR 
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0: London ! whoſe Charter is now on the Lees, 

Dig your Charter &r warant ſach aions as theſe? 
| 6 


Alasfor the Brethren! what now muſt they do, 
For chooſing Whig-Sheriffs and Burgeſſes too? 
The Charter with Patrence is gone to the pot, 
And the Doris loſt in the depth of the Plo: : 

St, Stephen his Flayl 

No more will prevail, 

| Nor Sir Robert's Dagger, the Charter to bail : 

Oh London ! thou'dF# better have lain inthe Fire, 
Then thus thy old Charter ſhou'd ſtick in the Mire. 


7 
But fince with your Folly, your Faction and Pride, 
You fink with the Charter, who ſtrove with the Tide, 
Ler all the loſt Rivers return to the Main 
From whence they deſcended ; they*l ſpring out again : 
Submit tothe King ; 
In every thing, 
Then of a New Charter New Sonnets wel ling : 
As Lonc'ou(the Phenix of, England) ne'r dies, 


- S9out of the Flames a new Charter will riſe. 


A Narrative of the Popiſh-Plot, rewing the cunning 
contrivance thereof. Tune, Packingtons-Pound. 


. __..__ The Contents of the firſt Part. 

How Sir Godfrey is kill d, his Body they hide, 
Which brought out in Chair, a Horſeback des ride ; 
How Jeſuits diſguis d eur Houſes do fire; 


How ſubtly they Plot, and the King's death conſpire ; 


Of divers great Lords drawn in to their Bane, 
An Iriſ Army, and Pilgrims from Spain. + 
; 
"NJ Ood People, I pray you, give car unto me, 
A Story fo ſtrange you have never been told 
How the Feſuit, Deviland Pope did agree, 
Our Szateto deftroy, and Religion ſoold: 


> wi => mt 


& 9 > 
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To murder our King, _ | 
A moſt horrible thius ! 
But firſt of Sir Goafrey his death Tmuſtfing ; 
For hoy. e'r they difguiſs't, we plainly can ſee, 
Who mmrder'd that Knigh: no good Chriftizn cou'd be. 
The truk of my Story if any man doubt, | 
We have witneſſes ready to ſwear it all out. 
: 2 
At Somerſet-houſe there is plain to be ſeen 
A Gate which will lead you into the Back-Conrt ; 
This place for the Murder molt fitting did ſeem, 
For thither much People do freely reſort ; 
His Body they toſt 
From Pillar to Poſt, 
And ſhifted ſo often, thad like thave been loit ; 
To which with dark-Lanthorns the Feſuits did go, 
But no way diftruſted our honeſt Beale, | 
The truth of my Story, &c. 


3. 
Left ſuch cloſe contrivements at length might take azr, 
When as his dead Body corrupted did grow, 


| They quickly did find an inviſible Chazr, 
4 And ſet him on Horſe-back to ride at Sohve : 


' His own Sword to th' Hilt 
(To add to their Gnilt,) 
They thruſt through his Body, but no blood was ſpilt ; 
Thave it thought he was kill'd by Theeves they did mean 
So they left all his money, and made his Shoes clean. 
The truth of my Story, &C. 


4. 
To ſhew now the exceſs of Feſuitical Rage, 
They this Loyal City to ruine would bring, 
*Cauſe you Cztizens are ſo Religious and Sage, 
And ever muchnoted as #rue to your Kng : 

. T*your Houſes they go 

With Fire and with Tow, : 

And pilfer your Goods, and *tis well you *icape ſo 


Y'have 


0 
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Y*have ſeen how they once ſet the Town all in Flame, 
Yet it is their beſt Refuge, if we believe Fame. 
The truth of my Story, &c. 
7 5 
By Bedlo*s Narration is ſhewn you moſt clear, 
How Jeſuits diſguis'd into Houſes will creep; 
In a Porteror Carman's Frock they appear, 
Nay, will not diſdain to cry Chinmey ſweep ; 
Or ſell you Small Cole, 
Then drop in ſome hole 
A Fire-Ball, or thruſt it-up by a long Pele. 


- But I now muſt relate a more tragical thing, 


How theſe Villains conſpir'd to murder our King. 
The truth of my Story, &c. 
| 6 


At the White-horſe in April was their main Conſul;, 
Where a writing theſe Plotters wickedly frame ; 
The death of our Sovereign was the reſult, 
To which at leaſt Forty all ſigned their name.: 
They would not do that, 
In the place where they ſat, 
Truſty Oates muſt convey't from this man to that; 
To make ſure work, by Poyſon the Deed muſt be done, 
And by a long Dagger, and ſhot from a Gun. 
The truth of my Story, &c. 


; 7 : 
For fear at St. Omers their Oates might be miſt, 


They agreed with the Devi] t'appear in his place, 
In a body of Air, (believer if you lift) 


W hich lookt juſt likeOats,& mov'd with the ſame gract; | 


"T cou'd Plot; it con'd Canr,. 
Turn eyes like a Saint, 
And of our great Door no feature did want ; 


Thus hundreds might ſwear they ſaw Oates ev*ry day, - 


But true Oates was here, and the Devil ſaw they. 
The truth of Story, &c. 


cnn Sue a Da. 
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| From Father Olive Commiſt ons did come, 
| Toraiſe a great Army much Treaſure-is ſpent ; 
The Old Man did once think to take Poſt from Rowe, 
For to ride at th? head of them was his intear ; 
.Lord Bellas was fit 
(Who candeny it ?): 
To Command in his place, when hisGoyz wou'd permit; 
Lord Stafford was proper'ſt to truſt with their pay, 
| Old Razcliff torange themin Battle-Array. 
The truth of my Story, _ 


Th' High-Treaſurey's altent the L. Powzs did pleaſe, 
(Men of defþ*rate Fortunes oft venture too far ; 
Lord Peters would hazard Eſtate, and his Eaſe, 
And Life for the Pope too, in this Holy Wac ; 

Lord Arundel of old 

So War-like and bold, 
Made choice of a Chancellor's Gown we are told: 
All theſe did conſpire with the Lord Caftlemain, 
Who now his good Dutcheſs will ne's catch again, 

The truth of my Story, _ 


Great ſtore of wild 1r:/þ Tor? civil aud wiſe, 
Defign'd v0 joyn with the Pe{grims of Spain ; 
Many thouſands being ready all in good guiſe, 
Had vow'd a long Pilgrimage over the Main ; 
To Arm well this Hoſt 
When it came on our Coaſt, 
Black-Bills forty thouſand were ſent by the Polk, 
act; This Army lay privately on the Sea-ſhore, 
And no man e'er heard of 'em fince or before. 
The ruth of my Story, &c, 


Ce es e——__— 
—  — —— _ 
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, The Second Parr. 
The Contents of the ſecond Part. 
Of Arms under ground for Horſe and for Foot. 
The King almo# kilF d, but Gun will not ſhoot, 
For which Pickering is whip'd. All of them ſwear 
To be true tothe Plot ; yet Oates, not for fear, 
But revenge, being turn'd avay, and well bang*7, 
Diſcovers them all ; the Jeſuits are hang d. 
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I 
"The Plot being thus ſubtly contriv'd as you hear, 
To God knows how many this Secret th* impart, 
Some famous for Cheaz,,yet their Faith they don't fear; 
To tie a Knawve faſt they had found anew 4r:. 
"They {wore on a Book, 
And Sacrament took ; 
Yet you'l find, ifinto their grave Authors you look 
To forſwear*s no fin (as the Recorder well notes) 
Nor Treaſon, Rebellion, nor cutting of Throats, 
The #rath, &c. 
2 
Still blinded by Zeal, and inveigl'd by Hope, - 
Store of Arms they provide for Fight aud Detence ; 
The Lords muſt command as Vice Roys of the Pope, 
And all over England they raiſe Petecr-pence : 
Their Letters they ſend 
By BEDLOE their Friend. 
Or elſe by the Poſt, to ſhew what they intend); 
Some hundreds Oates ſaw, which the Jeſuits did wr.te, 
"Twas a wonder not one of them e*er came to lights 
The truth, &c. 


3 
Pounds two hundred thouſand they to Ireland ſent, 
Fifteen thouſand to MWakeman for Potions and Pills, 
Forty thouſand in Fire-works we guels that they ſpent, 
And atleaſt ten thouſand for the foreſaid Black-Bulls. 
Fifceen hundred mor? 
Groves ſhou'd have, they ſwore, 


Four Gentkemen Rufhans deſerved fourſcore; _ 
Pious 
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Theſe twe, to kill the King by promiſes won, 


47 
'Pious. Pickering they knew was of Maſſes more fond, 
And forthirty thouſand they gave him a Bond. 


Theztruth, &Cc. 


Had now watch'd for ſome years in St. James? s-Park, 


And Pickering (who never yet ſhot off a Gun) 
Was about to take aim, for he had a fair mark ; 
Juſt going to begin't, 
He miſſed his flint, 
And looking in Pan, there was no Powder in t; 
I; | For which he their Pardon does humbly beſeech, 
Yet had thirty good laſhes upon his bare Breech, 
The truth, &z. 


| | $ 
But a ſadder miſchance to the Plot did befall, 


For Oates their main Engine faild when he came to? 


No marvel indeed if he couzen'd them all, 

Who turn'd him a begging and beat him to boot, 
| He wheeling abour, 
The whole Party did rovrt, 

And from lurking holes did ferret them our, 

Till running himſelf blind, he none of them lp, 
= And finting at Councel, he could not ſwear true, 
Ss The truth, &c. 
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Y A more eredible Witneſs was not above ground ; 
He vows and proteſts, what cc he had been, 
He wou'd not ſwear falſe now for five hundred pound. 
And why ſhould we fear, 
They falſly would fomr, 
odamn their own Souls, and toloſe by it here : 
For On: es, Who beforc had no Penny in's Purſe 


The 77 wo &C 


Two 


t 


To ſtrengthen our Doctor brave Bealge's brought in, 


i{-ov'ring the Plot,was ſeven hundred pounds worſe. 
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Two Witneſſes more were let loſe frem the Jayl, 


' Though one, *tis confeſt, did run back from his word, 


(In danger of life a good man may be frail) 
And th'other they ſlander for cheating his Lord; 
| T*each one of theſe men 
The Feſuits brought Ten, 


To diſprove *em in time, and in place, but what then ? 


One Circumſtance lately was ſworn moſt clear, 
By 2 man who in hopes has four hundred a year. 
The truth of my Story. &c. 


.8 
Beſides *rwas oft urg*d, we mult always ſuppoſe, 
To murder the King a great Plot there has been ; 
And who to contrive it ſo likely as thoſe 
Who Murder and Treaſons do hold for no ſin; 
Things being thus plain, 
To plead was in vain, 


The Jary inſtructed again and again. 


Did find them all Guzlty, and to ſhew 'twas well done, 
The People gave a Shout as for Victory won, 
The truth of my Story, &c. 


*"Tis ſtrange how theſe Jeſuzts, ſo ſubtile and wiſe, 
$houid all by the Pope be fo baſely trepan'd, 
Tohang with much comfort when he ſhall adviſe, 


' And goto the Devil too at his command | 


He may give them leave 

To Lye and Dece:ve | 
But what when the Rope does of life them bereave, 
Can his Holneſs, think you, diſpence of that pain, 


_ . Or byhis Indulgences raiſe them again ? 


The truth of my Story, &c. 


16 
Yet, like Mad- men, of life a contempt they expreſs, 
And of their own happineſs careleſs appear ; 
For Life and for Money not one wo'ud confeſs, 
Thay'd rather be Damn'dthan be Rich and live here. 
| But ſurely they rav'd, 


=— 5 
. 9 


When God they out-brav'd, And 


And 
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"And thongs to renounce him the way to be ſav'd, 
And with Lies 'm their mouths goto Heav's ina String 


So proſper all Traytors, and God ſave the King. - 
The truth by my a &C. 
y "Concordat cum Recordo CL. Par. 


Blanket-Fair, or the ROE of Temple-ſireer. Being 4 
Relation of the merry Pranks plaid on the. River of 
Thames during the- great F wy. . Tune Packingtons 
Pound *- I 

Ome liſten a while (tho! the aa. be cold) 
In your Pockets and Plackets, your hand you may 

V1l tell you a Sz07y as true as tis rare, (hold. 

Of a River tiirn dinto a Bartholomew-Fair; 

Since old Chriſtmas laft 
There has beenſ{ucha Froff, | 
That theThawes has by halfthe whole Nation been crolt | 


Oh Scullers I pitty your fate of extreams, 


Each Land-man is now become free of the Thames. 
2 
Tis Tome Lapland Acquaintance of Conjurer Oates, 
That has ty'd up your hands & Impriſon'd your Boazs ; 
You know he was evera Friend to the Crew 
Of all that to Admiral James have been true. 
' Where Sculs once did Row 
Men walk too and fro, 
Bur ere four Mofiths are ended, *twill hardly be fo. 
Shorld your hopes of a Thaw by this weather be crolt, _ 
Your Forzune will ſoon be as hard as the Froft . 


In Roaſt- Beef and Brandy wh Money is ſpent, 
And Booths made of Blankets that pay no ground-rent; 
With old-faſhion*d Chimneys the Rooms are ſecur'd, 
And the Houſes from danger of Fireare enſur'd. 
The chief place you meet 
Iz calPd Temple-ſtreet, 
It you do'not belicye re, 'then you may Bp lee t. 


5 From 


fs 
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From the Temple the Students do thither. reſort, 

Who were always great Patrons of Revels and ſport, 
« 


"The C:tiz2en comes with lils Denghtor er Wife, 
And ſwears he ne'r ſaw ſuch a ſight in his Life * 
The Prentices ſtarv'd at home for want of Coal: 
To catch them a heat do flock thither in ſtoal:, 
While the Country Squzre 
Does ſtand and admire, | 
At the wondrous conjuntion of Water and Fire. 
Strait comes an arch Wag, a young Sow of a Whorr, 
And lays the Squires head where his heels were before, 


The Roterdam Dutchman with fleet cutting Sceats, 
To pleaſure the crowd ſhews his 7ricks and his fears; 
Who like a Repe-dancer (for his ſharp Steels) 
His Brains and aQtivity lies in his Heels, 
Here all things like fate 
Are in ſlippery ſtate, : 
From the ſole of the Foot to the crown of the Pate. 
While the Rabble in Slzdges run giddily round, 
And nought but a circle of folly is found. 
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Here Damſe/sare handed like. Nymphs in the Bath, 
By Gentlemen-Uſers with Legs like a Lath ; 
They //:de to a Tun?, and cry give me your Hand, 
When the totteringFops are ſcarce able to ſtand. 

Then with fear and with care 

They arrive at the Fair, _ 
There Wenches ſell Glaſſes and crarkr Earthen-waves 
To ſhew that the World and the pleaſures it brings, 
Are made up of brittle and ſlipperv things. 
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AEpark of the Bar with his Cane and his Muff, 

One day went to treat his new rigg d Kitchen-fuff, 
Let flip from her Gallavt, the gay Damſel try'd. 

(As oft ſhe haddone in the Count: y) to flide, 

In the way lay a ſtump, | | 

That with a damnthump, * She 
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She broke both her Shor-frings and cripl'd Ker Rump, 
The heat of her Bu#tocks made-ſuch a great thaw, 
She had like to have drowned the man of the Law. 

Sets $ | 
All you that are warm both in Boay. and Purſe, 
I give you this warning for better or worſe, 
Be not there in Moonſhine, pray take my advice, 
For ſlippery things have been done on the 7ce. 
| Maids there have been ſaid 
To loſe Meaiden-head, Ee. , 

And Sparks from full Pockets gone empty to Bed. 
If their Brains and their Bodze;had not been too warm, 
It is forty, to one they had come to leſs harm. 


Freezland-Fair,- er the Igy Bear-Garden. The Tune, of 
Packington's-Paund. ; 


Ry 4 : 
'Ll tell ye a Tale, (though before *twas in Print) 
If you make nothing on*r then the Dew// is in't 

"Tis no Tele of 2 Tub, nor the Plotting of Treaſon, 

But of very ſtrange things have been- done this cold 
You know there'sa Book [ ſeaſon, 
No, no, I miſtook, j 

For I could not find it, though long I did look ; 

Yet Idonot queſtion, for all the odd freaks, 

We ſhall find. it again when ere the Frof? breaks. 


/ 


2 

If you do believe what was told us by O7ez, 
Ye never again will have uſe of your Boaxs ; 
Without you do now- imploy the Fheelers to dot, 
Ye ne'r will be able to bring all abour. 

He talkt of. a Plot, 

Believe it, or not, . 
To blow np the Thames, and to do't on the Spot; 
Then either the DoFor muſt now be beliey*d, 
Or elſe the DoJor and we are deceived. : 


FT 2 No 
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No water I ſee which does fairly zacline, 
To m2ke me believe he has ſprung now his Me ; 
Though that did not do what the Dodor intende d, 
Yet he may for one thing be-ſaidro be » 
He {aid that the Pope, | 
(Pray mind, *tis « Trope ) 
Wow ſend us his Bull; by the way of the Hope ; 
And tho* for the ſizn we-have all along been waiting, 
I tfother Cay ſaw on the 1ce a Bui baiting. 


4 
I hope you*l believe me, *twas a fine fight, h 
As ever | ſaw on Queen Beſs night ; 
Though I muſt confeſs Iſaw no ſuch Dazs there, 
As us'd to attend the Izfallible Chair. 
Yet there was ſome Men, 
Whom I knew again, 
Who4awFd as they did, when they choſe 4/ermen. 
And faith it had been a melt excellent Shew, 
Had there been ſome Crackers and Serpents to-throw. 


b * 

Another thing pleas'd me, as I hope for Life, 
I faw of a Man that had gotten a Wij7e; 
To ſeethe. rare Wpimfies, the Woman was ſick, 
So never ſuſpected a /{ippery Trick : 

But when ſhe came there, 

The 7ce wou'd not bear, | 
But whether 'twas /7s fault or her;, I can't ſwear ; 
Yet thus far is true, had he loſt his YV7/7fe, - 
He then might have pray'd for a Frofs all his life. 

= 

Theres very fine Tricks and new ſubje& for Langhter, 
For there you may take a Cozc/) and go by Y/arer, 
So get a Tarpawling too, as you are Forging, 


Tho' a Nymph t'other day for it got a good F], 'eging 


There was an old Too/?, 
Of Beef had a Roa#, 
Which fell into th' Sel/ar, and fairly was loſt, 
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O ſe it Old Proverbs ſometimes th:re is truth, 
A Man is hot ſure of his Mea? till'ts in*s Moyzh. 
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But I had forgormy chiet bus'neſs I ſwear, 
To grvean account of new Temple-ſtreet Fair ; 
Where moſt of the Students dordaily reſort, 
"To ſhew the great love they ha4 always for por f. 
Who oft give a Tokem, 
I hope't may be ſpoken, 
To //hore in a Mask,who Jquerks like a Pig a Poke in 
To ſee ſuch crack'*t Yeſſels fail is a new matter, 
Who have bin ſo ſhazrer'd between YVind & Vater 


8 

L'ke Babel this Fair's not built with Brick or fone, 
Thongh here I believe is as great Confuſion; x 
Now 2lanckets are forc'd 2 double Duty to pay,” 
On Beds all the night, and for Horſes all day ; 

Bur there*s ſomething more, 

Soras people deplore, 
Their careleſly leaving open Sellar door,” 
Which puts me in mind of Zack Pre;byter's trick, 
Who from Pulpit defcends the like way to Old Nick. 


Cams all ye young Pamſels wk frets and faire, 
This is the beſt place to put off your racks Ware; 
_ Rere*s Chapmen g good flore who tooft fiflyewill tad, 
And ſcorn te put Co:# that isfalſe in your hand : 
While youFre there abiding, 
And on the Ice Gliding, 
Let em ſay -whart they will, *tis but a back- fliding. 
Bur if you ſhou'd Prove, then ſay I arm a Prophet, 


Tho tis a f{lppery trick there ſhall come no more of it 


Io 
There's many more Tritks, but too long to be told, 
Which are not all zew, tho there*s none of *em old; 


There's the Fe//ow that Printeth the Ola-Baily T; at, 


Who te all the dull Pr:zters does give a ny 
He,l Print for a Szce, 


(For that is his price) Ds 'Your 


— 


\ 
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Your Name (that you may brag *twas done) on the 7ce. 


. And Faith Ido think it a very fine thing 


So my Tal's at an end. But firſt, Go ſave the King, 


£ Song on the Popiſh-Plot, by a Lady of Quality, Tune, 
TIE: Pound. 


Ince counterfeit Plots __ affeted this Age, 

Being acted by Fools, and contri v*d by the Sage ; 
In City, or Suburbs no man can be found, 
But frighted with F:re-Ball;, their heads turn'd round. 

From PRelbit to Pot, 

They talk of a Plot, 
All their Br2ins were en//2V'd,and each man turn'd Soz. 
Bur let us to Reaſon and Juſtice repair, 
And this Pop:/þ Brgbear will fly inthe Air. 
. 2 
A Politick Statos-man of Body unſound, 
Tho once in a tree with the Rabble ſer round, 
Pun Monarchy down with Fanatick Rage, 
And Preach*d up Rebellion Frhat credulous Age ; 

He now is at work 

"7h the Devil and Turk, 


- Pretending @ Plot, under which he doth lork, 


To humble he Mitre, whiie he fquints at the Crown, 
'Till fairly and ſquarely he pulls them beth down, 


| | | 
He had found out an Inftrument fit for the Dermal, 


Whoſe mind had been traind up to all that was Evil : 
Of Fortune ſunk low, and deteſted by many, 
Kick'd out at St. Omers, not pity'd by any : 

Some whiſperers fix*d him- ; 

Upon this Deſign, 
And with promis'd reward-did him countermine : 
Though his Tale was ill told, it ſerv'd to give fire 
Deſpis*d by the M7ſe, whillt Fools did admire, 


- 4 A Colleftion f Loyal Songs. . 


The next that appear'd, _ 2 Foo-hardy Knave, 
Who ply*d the High-ways, and to Vice was 2 Slave ; 
Being fed out of Baske:, in Priſon forlorn, 

| No wenter that Aſoney ſhould make Him For ſworn. 

| He bol.ily dares ſwear 
VIhat men tremble. to hear, 

And learns afalſe Leſſon without any fear, 
For when he is owf, there's one that's in's place, 
Relicves his /nvention, and quickens his pace. 


uw 


In a Country Priſon a found, - 
Who had cheated his Lord of One Thouſand poun# , 
. Hewas freed from his Petters, to Swear and Inform, 
Which very couragioufly he did perform . 
To avoid future firife. 
He takes away Life, 
Tofave poor Proteſtants ſrom Popiſh Knife : 
Which only has edge to cut a Rogues Ears, 
For abuſing the People with zezaleſs Fears. 
r {be ky 
Another ftarts up, and tells a falſe Tale, 
Which ftrait he revot'd, his courage being frat7: 
Bur, to fortify one that needeth his gid, 
(Being tempted by money,which much doth perſuade) 
He ſwore he knew all 
That contrived the fall, 
Of one who thar day was ſeen near to YVYVhite-Hall ; 
Where he by an Officers powerful breath, 
More likely by far, —_— his death, | 


J 
A Gown-man moſt grave, wkh Fanbeical form, . 
- With his ſcribling wit doth blow up this Storm ; 
For moth-eaten Records he worſhips the Devil, 
Being now lodg'd at Court, he mult beceme civib. - 
He hunts all about 
And makes a great Rout, 
To find ſome 01d Propheſy to help him out ; \ 
D 4 But 
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. But his Friend that was hous'd with himat Fox-hall, 
Being joyn'd. with his Maſter, ftill ftrenthens *em all. 
8 
Then eomes 2 crack'd Merchant, with his ſhallow Brain, 
Who firit did lead up this {izmatisd Train : | 
He face is grown uſeleſs, his Skill being ſmall; 
Yet at a dead lift hes ſtill at their call; ._ @ 
Ee has pefter*d the Preſs, 
With ridiculeus dreſs, 
In this {crtbling Age he could do no leſs, 


| 
But to {o little purpoſe as plainly appears, 
Vith Pen he had berter fat p.cking his- ears. 

9 

Toend with a Prayer, as now tis my lot, 
Confounded be Plotters with their Pop:/7-Plot, =_ —_ 
God bleſs and preſerve our Gracious Good King, 
Toat he may ne rteel the Prebyrer's ſting ; : ' 


As they brought his Father 
: With rage to the Block, F 
So would they extirpate all the whole Stock, 'F 
Byt with their falſe P/oz5 T hope the y will ead | 
Ar Tyburn, where the Rabble will ſurely attend. | F 


The Whigs hard heart for the canſe of the hard Froſt. 


Tune, Packingtons Pound \ 
I ; 
E Whigs and Difenters, T charge you attend, ; 


Here is aſad ftory as ever was told,-- 
The River of Thames, that once was y our Friend, 
Is frozen quite over with ce very cold; 

And Fiſh which abounded, 

Thqugh they can't be drewnded, 
For lack of their Liqnor, I fear are confounded. 
Then leave your Rebellious and damn'd Pre, bybering, 
Or you may be glad of Poor-Fack and Red-herring. 1 

2. 1 

Now, had it been frozen with Brin fone 2nd Fire, 'þ 
The wonder had been much deeper arbottom ; 


©”, WW © 


un, 


{t, 


Tho 
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Ths ſome do believe your Sins do require 
A-puniſhment great as c'r fell upon Sodurr : 
But then the poor Fiſh 
Had been dreſs'd tq your Diſh, 
And, *\tead of a Plague, you had then had your wiſh , 
Pikes, Flounders, together with Gudgeons and Roaches, 
Had ſerved for the Luxury of theſe Debauches, 


3 y . 
But alas! to diſtruſt ye this Froſt new is (ent, 
As if it would fhew- ye your Conſciences harden'd ; 
And if each Mothers Child make not baſt to repent, 
How the Devil d'ye think ye ſhall ever be pardon'd ? 
'Tis a very hard caſe, 
As ever yet was, 
That the Rzver ſhould ſuffer for every As ! 
Pcor Thames! thou may*ſt curſe the foul Lake of Genevs 
For whoſe faults thou _ penarree, ſans kope of Re- 
[ prieve-a, 


S This Thames (O ye Whigs 1 brought you plenty & pride, 


So ye harden'd/yoer hearts with your Si{ver aud Gall, 
But if ever ye hope to redeem Time or Tide, 
Hot muſt your Repentance, your Zeal mult be cold ; _- 
Your Eamn'd hungry Zeal. 
For rank Commonweal, © 
Will hurry ye headlong all down to the Deel; = 
Then melt your hard hearts,& your tears pr cad abroad, 
As ever yohope that your Thames ſhall be thaw'd. 


$ 

Make haft, and bs {oon reconcil'd to the Truth, 
Or you may lament it both old men and young ; 
For, ſuppoſe ev'ry $:20p ſhould be turn'd to a Booth, 
Oh, were it not {1d to be told with tongue! 

Should Chentſide advance 

Up to Perty-Tr nce, 
And Lowdons Guildhall up to 77 eAminfer darice'; 
O, what would become By your wealthy brave Chan: bers -. 
It it were forc'd fo tar we 7 ard toclamber 2 
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Cooks-Shops with roaſt Fi& 0 Wes Taverns withY Vine, 
Already are ſeen en the Rzwer with plenty, 
Which gre fill'd ev'ry morning before you can Dzne, 
By Two's and by Three's, I may truly ſay Twenty ; 
Fack, Tom, VVilland Harry, * - 
Nan, Sue, and Mary, 
Come there to devour Pluxz-Cokes and Canary : 
And if with their Dancing & F//:ne they betir'd, 
For a Teſter apiece there's a Coach to be hir'd. 


There's Ginger-brend, £ emal Cele, and hot Pudding-pres, 
With Bread & Cheeſe, Brandy, & geod Ale & Beer : 
Beſides the Plum-Cakes too, there's laxge Cakes of Ice, 
Enough to invite hira that will come there ; 

All which does betide 

To puniſh your Pride; | 
Yeare plagufd now with 7ce;* cauſe you love tobacke/lide 
Methinks it ſhould warn you to alter your Sta710n, 
For Fong hitherto built on a ſlippery Foundation. 

8 

Ye Merchanes to Greenland now leave off your failing, 
And for your Tyain-Oyl your ſelves never ſolicite; 
For there is no fear of your Merchandiſe failing, 
Since the Y/hzles I'mafraid mean to give us a viſit ; 

The great Leviathan 

May fail to Engiznd, 
To ſee a worſe Monſter the Presbyterian. 
Was ever a Vengeance ſo wonderful ſhewn, 
Thar a Rzver ſo great ſhould be tura'd to a Town? 


The praiſe of the Dairy-Maid, with a lick a: the Cream- 
" Pot, or a Fading Roſe. Tune, Pachintons Pound. 


- I 
Rt Wine turn 2 Sp2zk, and Ale huff like a HeFor,. 
Let Pluto drink Coffee,& Joe his rich NeFor. 
Neither Cider nor Sherry, 
Metheglin. nor Per, | 
Shall 
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Shall more make meDrnk which the vulgar call merry: | 
Theſe Drinks ofre my Fancy ng more ſhall prevail, 
But I*1} rake a full ſoop at the merry Mz:/-Pail. 


WE 
In praiſe of a D.177y I purpoſe to ling ; 
Bus all things in order, firſt, God ſave the King, . 
And the Nueen I may ſay, 
That ev ry May-day, 
Has many fair Daziry-Mazads, all fine and gay: - 
Aililt me, fair Damſels, to fisiſh this Theme, | 
And inſpire my fancy with Strawberries and Cream. 


The firſt of fair Dajry-Matde if you'l believe, 

Was Adam's own Wife, your Great-graudmother Eve ; 
She milk*'d many a Coy, . 
As well ſhe knew how, . 

Tho Butter was then not ſo cheap as ftis now; 

She hoarded no Butter nor Cheeſe on a Shelf, 

For the Bu#ter and Cheeſe in thoſe days made it {£6 - 


a 
In that age or time there was no damn*d Money, 


Yet the Chilaren of Iſrael fed upon Milk and Hom?y : 


No Rween you could ſee - I 
Of the higheſt Degree, 


But would milk the Brown Copwith the meanelt ſhe. 


Their L1mbs gave themCloathing,theirCopys g3ve them » 
: 0 [ Meat, \ 


Ia a plentiful Peace all cheir Joys were compleat. 


5 
But now of the making of Cheeſs we ſhall treat, 
That Nu; ſer of Subje&s, bold Britains chief Meas. 
When they firſt begin it, 
To how the Rennet 
Begetsthe firtt Cr, you wou'd wonder what®s In 1+” 
Then trom the.blew whey, when rhey put the Curas by, . 
Th:y look juft like Amber, or Clouds in the Shy, < 


3 
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. Your Tr key Sherbet and Arabian Tea, 
Is Diſh-watersſtuff to a Diſh of new YYhey ; 
For it ceols Head and Brains, | 
11] Vapours it drains, 


And tho your Guts rumble, twill acer hurt your Brains, 


Court-Laates iftht® morning will drink a whole Pottle, 
And {end out their Pazes with Tankard and Boi?ls; 
| BS 4 . 
Thou Daughter of Milk, and Mother of Butter, 
Sweet Creawi thy due praiſes how ſhall I utter? 
For when at the beſt, 
A thing*'s well expreſs'd, ME 
We areapt reply, that's the Cream of the Jeſt : 


' , Had I beena Moaſe, I believe in my Soul 


I had long ſince been drowned in a Cream-bowl. 


| 'V 
The Elixir of Milk, the Dutch-mens delight, 
By motion and tumbling thou bringelt to light; 
But Oh, the ſoft ſtream 
That remains of the Cream !_ 


- Old Morpheus ner taſted ſo ſweet in a Dream: - 


It removes all Ob/?ru#ions, depreſlſes the Spleen, 
And makes an old Bawd likea YP/ench of fifteen. 
/ 9 : 
Amonglit the rare Y7rtue; that MzJk does produce, 
A thouſand more Daintes are daily in ule; 

For a Pudding 1 ltell ye, 

Ecr it goes in the Belly, 


Muſt have both good Mzlk-and the Cream and the Fel) : 
-* Fora dainty fine Pudding without Creazror Milk, 


1s like a Citizens Wife without Safer or Silk. 
Io 
In the P:7?*ue of Mzlk there's more:to be muſter*d, 
The charming cclights of Cheeſe-Cakes and Cuſtard ; 
For at Totenam-Court 
You can have no Sport, 
Unleſs you give Cuſtards and Cheeſe Cakes fort : 


« 


And © 
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And what's Jack Pudding that makes us to laugh, * 
Unleſs he hath got a great Cuſtard to quaff, 

3] 
Both Pan-cokes and Fritters of Milk have good ftore, 

But a Devonſhire VV:te-pot requires much more. - 

Xe tate youcan think, 
Tho yeu ſtudy and wink, | 
From the luſty Sack pofſet to poor Poſſe t-drink ; 
But Milk's the Ingredients, the Sack's nefr the worſe, 
For *tis Sack makes the Man, tho Milk makes the N urſe. 
"I 
But now I ſhall treat of a Diſh that is coo/, 
Arich clouted Cream or a 'Goofe-berry-Fool 
ALadylI heardtell, 
Not far off did dwell, 
Made her Husband a Fool, and yet pleas'd hing full well, 
Givethanks to the. Dazry then every Lad, 
That from-good natur'd women ſuch-Fools may be had, 


| 13. 
When the Damſcel has got the Cows teat in herhand, 
How ſhe merily ſings, while ſmiling I Rand, 

Then with pleaſure I rub, 

Yetimpatient Iſcrub, 
When I think of the blefling of a Sy7abu : 
Oh Dairy-maias, Milk-mazas, ſuch bliG ner oppoſe, 
If er you'l be happy ; I wt _ the Roſe. 


This Roſe was 2 Maiden Ms. =- your Profeſl 10n, 
Tiit the Rake and the Spade had taken poſſeſſion ; 
At length it was ſaid, 
That one Mr, Ed- 
2mMmad did both dig and ſow in her Parſley-bed ; 
But the Foo/ for his labour deſerves not a Ry, 
For grafting a 7h//tle upon a Roſe buſh. 
I 
Kow Mi/z-maids take ——_ by this Maidens- all, 
Keep what is your own, and then you keep all ; 
Mind well your Milk-pan, 
And ne touch a man, ' And 


- 
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And you'l ſtill be a Maid, let him do what he can. 
I am your * well-wiſher, - then liſt to my word, 
And give no more Milk than the-Cow can afford. 


Fanatick Pler, 


7 
I 
P | Congr -atulation on the happy Di hover 'y of the Helliſh 7 
\ 
©* To the Tune of, Now, now the Fight*s done, &c. / 
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2 now let*s rejoyce, and the City BzlIs ring, | G 

And the Bonefires kindle,while unto the Ki7g V\ 

We p2y on our kaees the grand tribute that's due, T 

Of thanks and oblation which now we renew, A 
' For Mercies that we have recerved of late, 

From Prudence and Juſtice diverting our Fate. 8 c 

2 DB, 

The Curtain is drawn, and the Clonds aredifperſt, © 

The Platts core ro I:ght that in darkneſs did neſt ; V, 

Fack Calvints diſplayd with his Colours in grain : Fr 

And who were the Troyter; and Villains ts plain; A] 


/ The 
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The Traps that they laid, and the Snares that they ſets 
Have caught them at laſt in their own(I)ly Net. 


3 
The Foreman himſelf, that Off-ſoring of Hell, 
In whoſe wicked Breaſt all Treaſon deth dwell, 
To the Towey was ſent, with his triple Name, 
Whilſt the Tr:ple-tree groans for his Carcaſs again, 
And many Rogues more their Lexder will follow 
Unto the ſame place, whilſt we whoop and hollow. 


The Libelling Tribe that My long have Reign'd, 

And fowed Sedition, ſhall now be Arraignd ; 

Their Shams and their Lies ſhall do themno good, 
When they come to the t1ee, there's no ſhamming that 
Jauway and Curtis in the forlorn hope, [ wood : 
Then /:le, Smith, and Care ſhall neck the next Rope. 


5 
So, ſo, let them dye that would Monarchs deſtroy, X 
And ſpit all their Venom our Land to annoy : ; 
If that their Pow*r were to their Mz ice equal, 
And the uſo ira ge the ſame, they'd ſoon ruine all ; 
But their Courage is low, and their Power but ſmall ; 
Their Treaſon is higi, and muſthave a fall. 


6- 
When Trojans of old (our Anceſtors) were 
In In danger of Shipwrack, and toſs'd herS$and there; 
Great Neptune ſoon quell'd thoſe Rebels and Storms, 
With brandiſhed tr idenr, and free'd them from harms ; 
They fled from bis Face, through the guilt of rheir cauſe, 
As theſe from our Lyon, if heſtretchd out his pays. 


Go Devils, be gone to the Kendo below, 

| Here%s no bus* _ of yours, or ought left to do: 

= Tempter we nced, we can act all our ſelves, 
Without any bury from you filly Elves ; 

For whar Pres 6yter acts, he thinks a diſtrace, 

All Hell ſhoull out-do him, or dare ſhew their Face. 


8 For 
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For produce all the ill thafYell ever hatch'd, 
«Tis nothing at all when-it comes to be matched ; 
- With what has been Plotted by Traytors of late, 
Who aim*d at the ruine of Church, and of State : 
- By Perjury, Bubes, by ſubborning, all Evil, 
© By Murder, and worſe than efre came from th* Devil, 


9 
Now Presbyter come and ſubmit thy {i} Neck, 
Thou labour'ſt in vain our Great Monarch to check; 
Whoſe Power Divine no Mortals controul, 
- But hazard the loſs of both Body and Soul: 
Then baniſh for ever your Commonwealth hope, 
Which tends to deſtruction, and. ends in a Rope. 
. EPILOGUE. | 
With Wine of all ſorts ler the Conduits run free, 
And each trucheart drink the K77gs health on his knee, 
No-Treaſon ſhall lodge in our breaſt s while we live, 
To G#d, and to Ceſar, their due we will give ; 
We'll pray with our hearts, and fight with our hands, 
Agaioft all Fanaticks, when Great Fames cotnrilfgtds. 


N new SONG on the Death of Colledge the Proteſtant 
Joyner. Tune, Now, now the Fight's done, 


Bu: Colle#Fe is Hang'd; the Chief of our hopes, | 
Forpulling down Biſhops and making New Popes : 
Qur dear Brother Property crawls on the Grownd, 

In Poland King Anthony ner will be Crown'd : 

For now they'r refolv'd, that Hearts ſhall be Trump, 
And the Prentices Swear, they will Bura the O// Rum. 


2, 

Brave Col{sage, both Champion and Carver of Laws, 
Who dyed undai.ntod, and fturk ro the Cauſe, 
What miſchicfmight{ thon to the (G87y have done 
Had tay daring: Soul, dreaded the World to come ? 
And all thy dear Party to danger expos'd, ; 
If Thouto the World, had(t thy feerers diſclos'd. 

But- 


_ Poggyn s 
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But now thou art Hang'd, and that fear is-paſt, 

Were all that's in queſtion as ſate in the Nett, 

Then we ſome new means, might contult or contrive, 

To drive on our purpoſe, to proper or thrive: 

But the Popiſh Plot, his now quite loit its Name, 
And none thy gn Blunderbiſs dare to maintain. 


What K--- but Great Col des could e*er rake a Pope, 
Tho? he was o'er-rul'd by the end of rhe Rope ? 

Great Comedge, was certainly Tere Diino, : 
When the Triple Crown, onthe P:pes Head did Shins, 
He burnt him to aſhes, for paitime like Nero, 


Then ſtraight made a new one,ſuch Power had our Hero. 


5+ 
Great Colledge, muſt certainly dye a good Martyr, 


Being Knight of the Halter, and above the Garrer ; 
Our dear Brother States-man, tho' bred in 2 Saw- -pit, 
Had Internal Genius, enough to o*rethrow Wir: 

He fram'd a new Maddel, 'to limit the K---, 

In x 0 and 2 might truckle to him, 


Great Britain n'er- bred fuck a Brother 2 38 Colledge, 
He made Seven Popes, in his Time to our knowledge; 
Our Signals of Crimes, he put in the Popes Arms 
Which prudent Contrivance, our Function Alarms. 
With threats. in Petition, Kings Power to reſtrain, 
Yet Towſer and Broowiſtaff, ride Admiral again. 
Great HannibaPs Conquelt, nor Ol;ver*s Noſe, 
Could withfuch ſmall Slaughter, ſubdue ſuch greatF Qes, 
As he in three years, with the help of our Party, 
Hath check't our three Kingdoms and Megna Charts, 
The Head of our Chnrch, ang the Head of our Cauſe, 
He would have maintain'd them by Perjury and Blows. 
: 8, 
He now may be ca!l'd, a third Saviour 0th* Nation,. 
Tofſave his dear Church he Renounced Salvation ;. . 
Like 
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lO Like Famous Cargile, he dy'd for King Feſus, He 
| : Defying Church Idols, enoagh to amuze us : An 
He ty*d up together both Us and our Crimes, An 
And dy'd like a Devil, to damp our Deſignes. * Th 
9. 
Our Cauſe t'th* CharaFer-men, we mult refer KK Th 
To Shadwell, and Settle, to Curtis 2nd Care. Fre 
To know who ſuceeeds, our late Captain the Fopyney, To 
He muſt be an Artiſt, ſome Carver, or Coyner, BY 
To make our Solemnity, and ſome New Pojgr, i A 
On which ourdependance hangs, and our Hopes. 'WiZ 
Io, | «2 
But when the time comes, that the Pepe mult be burn'd Tt 
T fear we ſhall find that the Tide is much turn'd ? A1 
For the Tory Party, hath got ſo much ground, A 
To Head a Rebellion there's none will be found At 
For now they*r Reſolv'd that Harts ſhall be Trump ; A 
And the Prentices Swear, they'l burn the Old Rump. 


be. 
Such a confuſed Monſter, they ſwear they'l Compoſe n 
Of all the D:ſenters, that arc the Kings Foes; I 8B 
The Baptiſt, and Biter, the Pendant and Nuaker, 
From which they will draw ſuch a Prodigious Creature : | Þ 
More. Diabolical and Inveciively far, E 
. Then all the Popes Solemnity at Tehnple-Bar. _— 
12, ; 
Our Common-Councel let's Summon together, jt 
"To Pannel packer Jury's, Let's mak't our endeavour, , 
For an Habeas Corpus inſiſts on our Power ; | 
Tofetch our Grear Patriots out of the Tower ; | 
And then we'll Diſpute the Cale, for Refo; m3t:on, | 
And make the Proud Torys Reſign us the Nation. 


The Compleat Swearing-Maſter ; To the Tune of, 
Now, ow the Fight's done 


Nee on a time, the Dofor did ſwear, 


By the help ot his Friend the Prince of the Air, 
He 
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He was buſie in Conſult, one day im Spain, 

And on the ſame day in England again : 

And the Dr. did ſwear that Noble Don John, 
* Thengh little and Fair, was atall black Man. 

2. 

The Dr. Swore he brought Commiſitons to Town, 
From Father Ol;va to men of Renown : 

To raiſe mighty Forces the King to. Deſtroy, 

For which many Ruffians the Poypedid imploy 

And the Dr -aid Swear that little Don John, 
Was black, and alſo a very tall Man. 


$- 
That forty thouſand P:/2rims there were, 
Arm'd with Black-b:ills,that march'd in the Air ; 
And ready to ſtrike when the Pope ſhould command, 
And carry to Rome poor little England. 
And the Dr. did Cwear as few others can, 
hat little Don John 25 a tall black Man. 


And the Dr.did ſwear he had Letters fullmany 
But for alt he Swore, He ne'r produc'd any. 
' It's much he kept none to make out the matter, 
But it may be he loft them in croſling the Water ; 
But that's all one, the Dr. Swore on, 
That little Don John was a tall black Man. 
He ſwore two hundred thouſand Pounds ſent 
To Ireland, which was all to be ſpent : 
In $9uibs to burn Houſes, Ammunition and Bills, 
And pay Popiſh Doctors for King-K:ll;ng- Pills : 
Which he ſwore had been done if the Plot had gone on, 
Andthen ſwore Don John was a tall black Man. 
; 6, : 
And the Dy, did {wear he knew not ſome men, 
Yet afterwards ſwore, he knew them again: 
And the Dy. did ſwear by the fair candle-lighr, 
He could not diſcern a Man from a Mzte: 
But believe him who will, for T hardly can, 
Tha t littl,Don John 7s a tall black Man. 


And 
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E8 ng 
And he ſwore he always a Prot-flant was; 

And ner car'd-a Fart for Pope or for Maſs. 
And he Swore he went to: St. Omer: t© ind 
What the Feſrits had againil Englans defign'd. un 
nd theDr. did ſwear, deny it who con, B- 
That little Don John was a twll black Mam 6 
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8, 
_ And the Dy, did {wear a thouſand things more, 
That diſcovering the Plot had made him grow. poor. - 
And he ſwore himſelf 700 pounds worle, . 
But a pox of all lies, take that for a curſe : 
But I'le net believe it, although others can, 
That little.Don John 7 a tall black Min. 


| | 
Now if it ſhould pleafe the Dy. to ſwcar, 
(To Keep his hand in,) a Mans a Bear ; 
Or the Dy. will {year his Soul tothe Devil, 
He ſhall do it for me, I love to be Civil; 
Every man in his way, let the Dr. ſwear 01, 
But 1 beg his excuſe in the ſize of Don John, 


. * 00 "5 

The Dy. may ſwear the Crow to be white, | 

Or a Pigmy to be of Gygantick height, 

Or double his numburs of Pilgrims and-Bi/s, 
And ſwear them drawn up-in Lineolns-Inn-felgs, 
T heart and believ't as much as I congus 

That little Don John z5 & ral black Man, 


11, 

There's no ſtopping the Tide, let the Dy. ſwear on, | 
The black is the fair, or the fair the black Man, 

Or ſwear what he will, I care not a T=—, . _ \ 
I'd as ſoon as his, take another mans word : 
So Dr. be damn'd, and ſwear all you can, 
Don John 7s not tall, nor pct a black Man. Fr 


The. 
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The Whigs drown'd in an honef Tory Health. 
To the Ture of, Hark, the thundring Canons roars 
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| Falth breeds care,love,hope & fenp 
What does Love or Ba.*neſs here, 

While Baccb45's Navy dorh appear. ;- 
Fight on, a1d fear not ſinking : 

1] it briskly to the brim, 

!l the lyir.g top-Sails {y.m, 

Ve owe the firſt D:{covery to:Him 
Of this great world of Driz%:ng. 

2 

rave Cabals, who States Refine, - 
inglc their debates with Wine, 
£75and the God ofth* Vine 


Make every great Commander : Let 


_ - 
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MO 
Let ſober Sots ſmall Bcer ſubdue, 
The wiſe and valiant, VVine do woe ; 
The Efagaritehad the Honour too 
To be Drunk with Alexander. 


Z 
' Stand to your Arms ! and now advance 


A health to the Engliſþ King of France, 
And ts thenext of Boon Eſpraxce 
By Bacchus and Appollo : 
Thus in StateI lead the Van; 
Fall in yeur place by theRight-hand man! 
Beat Drum \marchon' dub 4 dub,ran dan! 
He's 2 Whig that o_ not follow. 


Face about to the Right again, 
Britains Admiralof the Main, 
YORK, and His llluſtrious Train 
Crown the days Concluſion : 
Let a Halter ſtop his Threat 
V Vho brought in the formoſt Yate, 
And ot all that did promote 
The Miſtery of Excluſion. 


5 

Next to Denmark's VVar-like Prince * 
Let the following_ health Coramence ; 
To the Nympth whole Influence 

That brought the Hero hither ; 
May their Race the tribe annoy, 
V Vho the Grandfire would deſtroy, 
And get every year a Boy 

V Vhiliſt they are <> a 


To the Royal Family ' 
Let us cloſe in Bumpers three , 
May the Ax and Halter be 

The pledge of every Roundhead : 
To all Loyal hearts purſue, 
VVho to the Monarch dare provetrue; 
But for him they call True Blew, 
Let him be confounded. 


A ColleBlio of Loyal Songs. , 
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A CulleRtion of Loyot Songs, 7x | 


An excellent new Song on the Iate Viftories over the 
, Turks. Toa pleaſant new Tune. © \ | 
I. 
Ark the thundring Cannons roar. 
Echoing from the German ſhore, : 
And the joyful News comes ofr; _ | 
The Turks are all confounded ; 
Lorrain comes* they run, they run ; 
_ charge yaurHorſethrofthe grand half-meen 
VVe'l quarter give to none, 
Since Staremberg is wounded. 
2 
loſe your Ranks, and each brave Soul — 
ake a luſty flowing Bewl, 
\ grand Carouſe to th* Reyal Pole, 
The Empires brave Defender ; 
oman leave his P@lt by ſtealth, 
landerthe Grand YViſrers wealth, 
Bur drink a Helmet full to th* Health 
Of the ſecond Alexander. 


3, 
(ohemet was a ſober Dog, 
ASmail-2eer drouzy ſenſeleſs Rogne, 
he Juice of the Grape ſo much in vogue 
To forbid to thoſe Adore him ; 
ad he but allow'd the ire, 
Given*em leave to carouzc In Wing, 
e Turk had ſafely paſt the Rhine, 
And conquer'd all before him 


1th dull Tea they Grp in'vain, 
Hopeleſs Vict'ry toobtain, 

ere ſprightly Wine fills ev*ry Vein; 
oucceis muſt needs attend him; 
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72. of Callefion of Loyal Songs, 
Our Brains, (like our Canons warm 
With often Firing feels no harm, 
While the ſober for flies the "a 

No Lawrel can'befriend him 


Chr: Pians thus with Geaptef Crown'd, 
Conqueſt with the Glaſs goes romd, - 
Weak Coffee can't keepits ground, 
Againlt the force of Claret: 
Whilſt we give them thus the Foyl, 
And the Pagan Troops Recoyl, 
The Valiant Poles divide the Spoy], 
And in brisk Near ſhare It. 
6. 
Infidels are now o'recome, 
But the moſt Chriſtian Turks ot ww 
- Watching the Fate of Chr:/ftendem, 
But all his hopes are ſhallow; _ 
Since the Poles have led the Dance, 
Let Engliſh Ceſar now advance, 
And if he {ends a Fleet to France, 
He's a Whig that will not follow. 


Rejoyce in Tryumph , Or a Pl. zudite on 7 the Ottomon 
defeat at Vienna. | 


Tune, Hark how the thundring Caonnus ror. 


*'M glad to hear the Canons roar 
] Reſounding frofn the German ſhoar, 
| Better News than heretofore; 
That Bavels Beaſt is wounded , 
"The Chriſtians brave, both all and ſome 
harge with the Horſe & Kettle drum, 
The Enemy of Chriſftendim, | 
Till Turks are quite confounded. 


The King of Polans (in a Phraiſc) 


The great Grand Seigneur did amaze, 
p An 


hon 


And 


< 


Couragious Solymannus ! _ 
(If yoti reſolve ro come again) 
You muſt recruit both might & main, 
Orelſe it will beall in vain, 
To think that they'*l trepan vs. 


His Chriſtian Majeſty of France | 
Doth Booty play, the Germans dance, 
And he doth laugh at our miſchance, 
Himfelf he dare not © venter ; 
But Pimp the Beaſt, and Babels Whore, 
And he Bo-peep ſtands at the door, 
While the wanton Canons roar, 
Then He&#or-like he*l entee. 


But ſpite on Turk and Great Mogul 

And Pox upon the Scarlet rrul, 
And we Poppie too dare pull, 

If Fares be our Commander ; 

For though He Newtral ſcem to be, 

He can command both Land and S22, 
And over-throw the big-look'd Three, 

' And trace brave 4lexander, 


| $75 
Then let no rancor joyn'd with hate 
Make Ruptures in the Church or State _ 


But all ſubmit to Divine Fare, 
And keep within our Border ; 
Let none old England then forſake, 
(SinceCrowns & Kingdoms lye atStake ) 
If Foreign Warto undertake, 
Till Fames give further Order. 
6, 
The Germans tall that heretofore, 
They Captive took one Ball and Boar, 
The Minotaurns of a Whore, | 
Di roar like any Thunder ; 
| E 


_- of Colletiion of Loyal Songs. 
- And the noiſe his'Siege did raiſe, 
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Then P. P. how could this be - 
The great Gibralter of the Sea ? 
Whoſe Army was to fight with thee, 
And force the World to wonder. 
But Oftom0n pray get _ gone, | | 
We Chriſtans do but draw you on ; 


We'll greater booty have, or none, 
And if you'”l not prevent it, | 
If ever you turn your face this way | r 
We'll make the Canom-meaſick play ; 
And you ſhall dance the Eng/;/þ Hay, | 7 
- Till all your bones lament it. | | 
L. O>> 
Our Royal James willmake you know þ 
The ſharpneſs of a Torkſire Ho, V 
And prov'd by Land and Sea your Foe, | Te 
If Fames command to do it : | 
Both England, Scotland, Dutch-and Dane, 'Te 
And all his Iſlands of the Main, | 
Will not be able to refrain : No 


Tf he once bid to do it. , 


9. 
Then fill the Pifs-pot to the Swine, 
_ Heap mea rouling glaſs of Wine, 
The dancing Thames ſhall pledge the Rhine, 
And Tiher ſhall be Preſes, 
Then here's to Fames that Rules the Main, 
To Poland, Holland, Scot and Pane, 
To Germany, and brave Lorain, 
But pray you pI7us neſs. 


The Whig-Intelligencer or, Sir Samuel in the Pound, 
Tune, Hark ! the thundring Canes roar. 


Ark ! the fat#t day is come, 
Fatal as theday of Docm, 

For Sir Samwel there make Rocm, 
So fam'd for Ignoramus : 


md, 


He | 


-He whoſe Conſcience cou*d allow- — 
Such large favours you know how, 
If we do him juſtice now, 
The Brethren will not blame ug 


| 2, 
Stand tothe Bar, and now advance, 
. Morden, Kendrick, Oates and Prance. 
But-let the Foreman lead the Dance, 
The reſt in courſe will Follow : 
Tilden, Kendrick, next ſhall come, 
And with him receive their Doo'n, 
Ten thouſand Pound, at which round Sum 
The Hall ſet up a Hallow ; 


Y 
Brave Sir Barward---0x nows 


Who no Main would cr allow, = 


Toloſe ten thouſand at a throw, 

Was pleas'd to all mens thinking. 
Ten thouſand Pounds! a diſmal note, 
Who before had given his Vote, 

Not t'give our King a Groat , | 
To ſave the Throne from finking. 


But yet there's. a Remedy ; | 
Before the King ſhall get by me; 

'l quit my darling Liberty. 

Nor will I give bail for't: 

or e'r the Crown ſhall get a Groat 
lo oppoſition to-my Vote, 

WW! give them leaveto cut my Throat, 

Altho? I lye in Goal for't. 


_ 


$ » 
ere't for Men----h, de not grieve, 
Or brave Ruſſel to retrieve, | 
Ir that Sydney yet might live, " ; 
Twice Told, 1'd not complain, Sir, * 
ay, what's more, my whole Eſtate, 
With my Bodkins, Spoons, and Plate, 


E &, 
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So I might reduce the State, 
To a Commonwealth again Sir, 
| — 
Or that Mon---h were in Grace, 
. Or Sir Sam. in efferey's place. _ 
To ſpit all Juſtice in the Face | 
For acting Law and Reaſon, 
Or that Torzes went to pot, 
Or we ſhould prove it a Sham Plot, 
Or Eſſex did not cuthis Throat, | 
Or Plotting were not Treaſon. 


| 7 
Thus I'd freely quit my Coyn ; 


But with Torzesto combine, ' ] 
Or keep the Heir inthe right Line, s \ 
That Popery be in faſhion, F 


| 
wit | To ice the Holy Cauſe run down, 


While mighty YTorkis next the Crown,” þ 
And Perkin's forc't to fly the Town, F 
Oh vile Abominarion ! C 


Sooner then obedience owe 
To their Arbitrary Law, 
Or my Bail in danger draw, 
For Breach of good Behaviour, 
I with Bethel, anill the reſt | 
O*rh? Birds,in Cage will make my Neſt 
And keep my Fine to Plot and Feaſt, 
Till Mon---- be in favour, 


Cn the moſt Bigh and Mighty Monarch King JAMESII 
His Exaltation on the ,Throne of Englaad. Being in Li! 


| exceileur new Song. To the ſana Tute. © Ne 
| E- ENS W: 
{: i ' s ' ' 
| | f = the Bells and Steeples Ring! © MW Vt 
| ARcalthw JAMES our Royal King, Dr, 


| I; L.cav'n approves the Offering 
| Reſounding in a CHORUS; 


- 


A Coleftion of Loyal Songs, 77 
Let ouy Sacrifice aſpire, 
Richeſt Gums perfume the Fire, 


Angels, and the Sacred Quire 
Have led the way before us. 


2 | 
Through loudS/orms andTempeſt driv'n, | 
This wrong'd Prince to us was giv'n, * 
The mighty. Fames, preſerv'd by Heav'n 
To be a future Bleſſing : 
The Anoinred Inſtrument, . 
Good Great Charles to Repreſent, . 
And fill our Souls with that centents- 
' Which weare now poſlefling, 


gn 
Juſtice, Plenty, Wealrh and Peace... 
With the fruirful Lands increaſe, . 
All the Treaſure of the Seas, 

With Him to Us are given ;.. 
As the Brother, Juſt, and Good, 
From whoſe Roxal Father's Blood,, 
Clemency runs like a Flood, 

A Legacy from Heaven. . 


Summon'd young to Gon Alarms,” 
Born a Mars in midlt of Arms, 

H's good Angels kept from harms, 
The Peoples Joy and Wonder; 
Early Lawrels Crown'd His Brow, . 

And the Crowd did Praiſe. allow, 
Whilſt againſt the Be/g7ck foe |» 
reat Jove imploy'd his Thunder. 


5 

eing 10 Like Him none e're fil'd the Throne, 

Never Courage yet was known 

With ſo much Conduc met in One, - 

To claim our due Devotion ; > | 

Who made the Belgick Lyon Roar, , 
H Drove *em back to their own ſhore, 
| E 0 To 
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To humble, and incroach no more 
Upon the. Br;ti/þ Ocean. - 


"6 
When poor Holand firſt grew proud, 
Sawey, Inſolent, and Loud, 


"GreatFames ſubdu'd the boyſrous crowd, 


The foaming Ocean Stemming z 
His Countreys Glory, and its Good, 


. He valu'd dearer than his Blood, 


And rid ſole Sovereign o're the Flood, 
In ſpight of French or Flemming. 


- 
* When He the Foe had overcome, 


Brought them Peace and Conqueſt home, 

Exil'd, in Foreign Parts to Roam, 
Ungratefal REBELS Yote Him: 

Bret ſj ite of all their Inſolence, * 

Infpir'd with God-like Patience, 

The Rightful Herr, kind Providence 
Did to 2 Throne promote Him, * 

| 8 

May 7ufice at his Elbow wait, 

To defend the Church and State, 

The SubjeR, and this Monarch's Date, 
May no Storm e*re diffever : 

May he long Adorn this place, 

With his Royal Brother's Grace, 

His Mercy, and His Tengerneſs, 

To Rule this Land for ever. 


London's 
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Owze up great Ge:/0/ of this Potent Land, 
'\_Left Traytors once more g2t the upper hand; 


| 'The Rebel Crowd their former Tenents own, 


And Treaſon worſe than Plagues infe&t the Town : 


The Sneaking Mayor and his two Pimping Shreeves, | 


Who for their honeſty no better are than Theeves 
Fall from their Sov'raigns fide, To court the Mobile, 
Oh! London, Londen, where's thy Loyalty ; 


2 
Firit, 0 k/eire Patience twirls his Copper Chain ; --. 


And hopes to ſee a C:mmonwealth again ; 
The Sneaking Foo] of breaking is affraid, 
Dares not change ſides, for fear he loſe his Trade ; 
Then Loyal Slingsby does their Fate Divine, 
He that abjur'd the King, aud all His Sacred Line, -. 
And is ſuppos*d His Fathers Murderer to be ; 
Oh ! Bethel, Bethel, where*s thy Loyalty ? 
E 4. 


| 
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A moſt Notorious Villain late was caught, 
And after to the Bar of Juſtice brought ; 
Rut Slingsby pack'd a Jury of hisown, 
Of worſer Rogues than e*re made Gallows groan; 
Then Dugdales Evidence was ſoon decry'd, _ 
That was fo Juft, and Honeft when Old Szafforddy'd: 1 
Now was a perjur'd Villain, and he ly'd. \ 
.Oh! Juſtice, Juſtice, where's thy Equity ? J 
f 
; 
J 


| 4 | 

Now C/--z0n, murmures Treaſon, nnprovoak'd, 
Firſt ſap'd the King, and after with'd Him choak'd, 
"Cauſe Danby's place was well beſtow'd before, 


He Rebel turns, ſeduc'd by Scarlet Whore ; , 
His ſawcy pride aſpires to High Renown, (Town, MF 1 
Leather Breeches are forgot in which he tradg'd to | 
Nought but the Treaſury can ple the Scribbling 


Oh! Robin, Robin, where's thy Modeſty ? * [Clown 


| $ 
Player now grows dull, and pines for want of--Whore, 
Poor Creſwel, ſke can take his wordino more, 
Three hundred Pounds, is ſuch a heavy yoak, 
Which not being pay*d, the worn-out Bawd is broke ; '| 
Theſe are the Inſtruments by Heaven ſenr, | 
Theſe are the Saints Pecition for a Parliament : 
That would for Int'reſt ſake, deſtroy the Monarchy, 
Oh ! Londpn, Londen, where's thy Loyalty ? 
6 
Heaven Bleſs fair England, and its Monarch here, 
In Scotland, bleſs their High Commiſſioner, 
Let Perkin his ungracious errour ſce, 
And Toney ſcape no more the Triple-Tree : 
Then Peace and Plenty ſhall our Joyes reſtore, 
Villains and FaQtions ſhall oppreſs the Town no more. 
But every Loyal Subje& then ſhall happy be, 
Nor need we-care for Loydons Loyalty. 


Ee Mac A. we I 0 to. ld OO 
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XN Proteftant-Plot, or the Whigs Loyalty : with the 
Dodtors new diſcovery; Tune Londons Loyalty. 


Ells reſtleſs FaQtious Agents ſtill Plot on, ' 
4 Þ1 And Erghty Three ſmellsrank of Forty One; 
1 he Royal Martyrs Foes purſuehis Sons, 
Whoſeck their lives with Blunderbuſs and Guns: 
Th' Infernal Regicides ſo inflam'd with Zeal, | 
Are for killing King and Duke, t'erect a Commonweal ; 
This is the daily trade and praQtice of our modern#/higF 
Tho? they are always bafed intheir damn'd Intrigues - 


S.-: 

What ! Ho! cries Titus, riſe ye fleepy Heads, -. 
Unleſs you'l all be murder'd in your Beds; . 
Fierce Hanibal of France'is at your Gate, 
Come Raſcals, Mutiny ere it be too late ; 
The Spaniſh Pilgrims, once hir'd to cut your Throats, 
Arelanded now at Milford Haven, believe your Saviour - 

Oates ; [ ground, - 
And the horrid Popiſh Army, that were hid under + 
Are, Pll take my Oath, within a Trumpets ſound. -.. 


S- 

See there, a fighting Army in theAir !. 

But now it vaniſhes, and does diſappear ; - 
ASpetire told ftrange things to honeſt Beſs, 
Which-much amaz'd the Hatfield Propheteſs x - 
I told *em true at firſt, what black Deſigns would be, ]. 
Carry'd on againſt the King, and Royal Albany, 
By the diſcontented Whigs ; but Rebel Toney fince,  - 
Made me contradi& my former Evidence, . 


T've loſt my Ewearing Trade, now by this -Hand, *. 

Muft 1 be forc'd to itarve, or leave the Land 3- : 

My injur'd Prince has long fince on me frown'd, . 

For Perjuries againſt his Life and Crown +. 

Pll follow Rwmbold, Wade, Nelt harp, Walcot, Hone, © 

With that cryel 13!v0d-hoznd Burton, who've all led rho) ©: 
Town, _ © "5 For © 
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For if I tarry here much longer,I harbour dreadful fears 
'That I ſhall be Hang'd, vr forfeit both my Ears. 


Unparallel'd Afaſſines, chat could dare 

To attempt the Life'of Joves YVice-Gerent here : 

Of whom the Gods do take ſuch ſpecial care, 

None ought to mutter Treaſon to the Air ; 

But cut-throar Proteſtants may do any thing, 

And inform tkeRoman-Catholicks how to murder King, 

They take it in great dudgeon to be equaliz'd for villain 
Yet their Helliſh Crimes muſt paſs for Loyalty. 

6 

But thanks to Heaven, who did curb their Power, 
And has preſery'd us from that fatal hour ; 

When Villains were to Maſſacre us all, 

And No7”s Succeſtors to poſſeſs White-Hal; 
Valcot has taken up New-gate for his Bower, 

And the Lord R#ſ7?l is gone tofortifie the Tower : 
Whilft we that ſtand for Church and State, with great 
| [ſecurity Sing, 

And pray Jove to preſerve the life of Fames our King, 


Londons Joy and Loyalty, on his Royal Highneſs 2! 
Drke of York's return from Scotland. theſame Tut þ 


| 

; . | 

Ourze up ye Tories Ot this Fatious Land, MM © 

; Now Loyalty hath got the upper-hand :; | 
"Lac Rabble-Rout their Errours ſhall diſclaim, 1 
And Homage pay to Tork's Illuſtrious Name ; 4 
The LonJcn Mayor is faithful to his Truſt, D 
And the two preſent Sh'r:ffs wou'd fain becounted Juſt; A 
And everv Fat#ious Rebel through the Town agree, 


To ſhew the heighth of Londons Loyalty. | 


2 
Now the loud threatning Tempeſt is diſpers*d, 
And all their ſtamming Plots are quite revers'd ; 
Great 7EMY's happy Reftauration.here, 
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A Eollefiion-of- Loyal Songs. -. 
Makes 2_new day in Zondons Hemiſphere , 
The Clouds are gone that did oppreſs His Reign, 
And joyful day breaks forth in this glad Land again, -: 
Then to the Mighty Duke of York and Albany, 
Now London, Lonaon, ſhew thy Loyalty. 


2 ; 
A Royal Pair, with their Illuſtrious Train, . 

To Lendons Joy are now rerurn'd again 

Great Gracious Charl/es did in the Front appears - | 
And Princely ork advanced in the Rear ; 

The Right Succeſſor is-return'd again, + 

Whom former Fa&:0n ſent an Exile o'r the Main, -, 
Then ro the Mighty Duke of York and Albany 
Now London, London, Shew thy Loyalty. 


. 4 
Let Whigs and Zealots tremble at his Name, -. 
And all their curſed Principles reclaim, 
Let Faious Vote, nor [exoramus Law, 


The Royal Cayſe ro longer overthrow; - 


Let injur'd JEMMY live for to requite, . 
And be reveng'd on thoſe that do oppoſe His Right; . 


_ Thatto the Mighty Duke of York and Albany, 


Lindow now at lait may ſhew its Lovalty. 


$4) 
Heav'n bleſs the King, preſerve the Lawful Heir, -, 
Let Tories Sing, and Brimighams Deſpair : + 
To ſeo Great YORK invetted in His own, 
'Spight of all Fop-pretenders to the Theme; 
Tlicn Truth and Juſtice ſhall our Joys reſtore ; 
Aſſoc;acions thall deſtroy our Peace no more ; 
But ro our Gracions King, with York and Albany, ; 
All Subjetts ſeek to ſhew their LOYALTY. 


2 Co::razious Loyalit; or a Health' to the Rojas :: 
Family. Time, Londons Loyalty. 


WANown Melancholly in a Glaſs of Wine ; 
7 . We yillbe jolly, letthe Miſer pine. --- 


Boys» E_ 
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Boys drink abour, we?ll make the Tavern roar, 
When the Bumpers out, we'll call again for more : - 
It makes good Bloud to run within our, Veins, 
It puts good Reaſon allo in ogr Brains : 
Ke that will deny it, hanged let him be, 
Here's a health to all the Royal Progeny. 

| "E 
Boys, we'll be merry, whatſoe'r exſue; 
Drink Sack and Sherry till the Skie look blew : 
Let the Whigs lament, . and whiningly complain ; 
We with one conſent, drink to the : Reyal Train; 
Heavens bleſs Great James, and the Duke of York ; 
All the Zords and Earls, and every Royal Spark, 
Down with every FaCtious. ſhamming, whining Crew ;. 
Give them Rope and hanging, fince it is their due. 


2 » + 
Drawer bring us Wine, fill the other Bow], 
Let us loſe no time, for he's an honeſt Soul 
Thar doth love his Prince, and the ancient Laws, 
He is a man of Senſe, he ſhall t ave our applauſe, 
As mighty Charles, his renowned Name, 
Let it be Recorded in the Books of Fame : 
 Buthe that will deny AZegiance to the King, .. 
Hang him, let him dye, and in a Halter ſwing. 
Brave Noble Lyons, be ye ſtour and true, 
Stand in defyance of the Rabble Crew ; 
They that defign'd our Laws to undermine, 
We will make them flye like Chaff before the wind : 
Thoſe that did conſent yielding to allow, 
Thoſe that did invent the Afoczaiion Yow, 
To conceal their Treaſon, hang /em let them ſwing, 
Here's a Health to James the moſt Renowned King. 


Mn 
Now ſure the Whigs they will no more Rebel, 
Old Cromwel; Piggs, that ſuck'd up all the ſwill, 
Their hops are drownded, as we plainly ſee, 
Some were. confounded, in their Villainy, _ 


Tommy 


— (AColleftion of Loyal Songs, Ss 
Tammy te 18 fled, . Toney he is dead, 
Some of them were hang'd, others 16ſt their Head : 
Ketch in the conclufion paid them their Arrears, | 
Since this confuſion, how they havg their-Ears. 
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Then learn tobow, and in Obedience ſtand, 
Toour Ceſar now the Glory of the Land, 
None can convince, for what I ſpeak is true, 
He is a Prinee of Love and Pity too : 

Thoſe that are Loyal, they are perfe& free, 
There's no denyal of their Liberty, 


' Then true Hearts be mery, make the Tavern ring, - 


Fling up your Caps, and cry, God ſavethe KING 


Ryot upon Ryot : or aCant #up07 the Arreſting the Loy af: 
Lord Mayor. and Sheriffs. Tune, the ſame. 


Galants,. if you wou'd hear a Tale Sung 0're, 
So daring and bold, "twas never done before : 
See Londpn's Loyal Sheriffs, and Lord Mayor, 
(Bearing the Sword,) Arreſted in theChair. 


I 
Ow2ze up Great Monark in the Royal Cauſe ; 
The great Defender,of our Faith and Laws; 
Now, now, or never,-crufh the Serpents Head, 
Or elſe the Poyſon through the'Land will ſpread. 
The Noble Mayor and his two Loyal Shrieves, 
Bearing the Sword's aſſaulted by Uſurping Thieves ; 
Who their Rebellious Ryots would maintain by Lay : 
Oh London ! London! where*s thy Fuſtice now ? - 


L | $ ; 
Smite, ſmite, the Snakes did firſt their Sting reveal, 
Stabbing thy Royal Brother in the Heel ; 
And ſtruck ſo many Loyal Martyrs dead, 


. Now in the Sun flie boldly at the Head ; 


Slaves that refiſt all Power but their own; [Throne; 
He thar would Uſurp the Chazr,would nexrUſurp the 
Who neither Royal Heir nor Loyal Mayors allow: 

04 London ! London! Where's thy Charter now ? . 
| | 3 London,. 


/ 
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London, of FaQtion's the.eternal Spring, 
Yer ſo much favour'd by a Gracious King; 
Who doſt ſuch Deeds that have no parallel, 
Only tc teach thy Children to Rebel. - 
This will Record thee in. the Books of Fame ; 
This bold attempt no-Law, nor Precedent can claim : 
Blood and. the Crown, Papilion and Dubois out-do : 
Oh London ! London . where's thy Charter now ? 

4 
Was this the way your Ryots to repair ; 
In ſpight o'th* Charter, to Arreſt the May'r? 
Af >ainſt the Sheriffs your ſham Attions bring, | 
Cauſe juſtly choſen, and approv'd by th' King ? 
Whar call you this, but Treaſox ? whilſt the Fool 
Thar did Arreſt the Mayor, expeits himſelf to Rule; 
And, ſave his own, no other power would allow : 
Oh London ! London : where*s thy Charter now ? 


Hang up the FaCtious Heads that dare oppoſe, 

The Sword of Juſtice, and the ancient Laws.: 

Who in his Office dare Arreſt the Mayor, 

Diſowns the Pow'r that plac'd Him in the Chazy. 
Tantara-ra rs! Let the Trumpets found, [ground : 
Double all your Guards,and let the Cent*nels ſtand their 
He that Arreſts the Mayor, would ſeize the Monarch too: 
Oh Mighty Monarch hang up all the Crew, 
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7 Je Well-wiſhes to the Royal Family, 
To @ new Play-Houſe Tune. 


I 
» Ow the Torzes that Glories 
In Royal Femmy's return, 
The Tavern roar it, and ſcore it, 
Your Caps and Bonets burn : 
Let the Lads and the Laſles 
Set foot to foot in their turn ; 
And he that paſſes his Glaſles, 
May he never icape the Horn: 
Royal Fames is come again, 
There's for honeſt men toom agein, 
| The true Heir is come again ; © : | 
 _ Fop Pretenders we ſra orn, - 
Then hey Boys laugh it, and quaff it, 
Let Whigs and Zenlots mourn. 2 Le 


e 
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Let Impeaches and ——_ 

Be with the Authors pull'd down ; 
And a!l that Preaches or Teaches-- 

Againſt the Heir of the Crown : 
No morethe Zealoxs ſhall tell us 

OF the Succeſſion of the Throne ;. 
T4ll the Rebellious fo Zealous, 
_ His Lawful Intereſt own: 
Monarchy is got up again, . 
Every man take his Cup again, - 
Till we make the Whigs ſtoop again, _ 

Who our Peace wou'd inthral : 
And every Rebel that Libel'd, 

Do at his Foor-ſtool W_ 


Ler” s be Loyal and * NE 
Spighr of each Fa#ious Cabal, 
Who daily deny all, defie all, 
That we can Loyalty call , 
Who ſmoaking and ſoaking, 
With thereturn of the Rump, _ 
Sadly locking, fit croaking, - 
Toſee it wore to a Stump; . 
Then ſet the Glaſs round again, 
For our time let's not ſpend in vain, 
But let us-now drink-amain, 
Fill it ap to the Brint: - 
Comeround Boys let's Trowl it, and Bowl i it, 
Till our Joys they do ſwim. 


For him our Chiles bad Voices; - 
Shall hereafter be free, 
Whilf each one Rejoyces, our noiſes: 
Shall detend the raging o'th® Sea 3 
We'll atten: d Hi 11, befricnd +: n1, 
Let Malice Vote what it 3-11 ; 
Coyn w 1] lend T-im, Def-dd Him, 
And we'Urejoyce inklim f!! 
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Then. let us no Mirth refrain, 

Since that now He is ſafe again, 

Well having eſcap'd the Main ; 
From the Salt waters ſet fres, 

Then hey Boys laugh it, and quaff it, 
And let us mery be. 


Though the Zealous, AI, Jealous, 
And create much needleſs fear, 
By which means they'd drill us & will us,. 
Like themſelves ro appear 
But no wonder, fince Plunder, 
Is that at which they do aim, 
Thar the Wh:gs wander under 
Religious Guile, which they ſhame : 
But at laſt we have found them, 
And from the bottom unwound -them, 
' So that each man may ſqund them, 
And laugh atthe O/d Cauſe, 
Which was the ruine and undding.. 
Of King and Kingdoms Laws. 
6 
Then let's rout *em and flout 'em, . 
Who rail at the Succeſſion, 
That would rout Him whom we fo effiiun;. 
Beyond all Expreſſion ; 
Fill Claret, who's for it x 
And let each Bumper go round, 
Who doth bar it, or ſpare it, 
May he with Goats Horns be Crown'd: 
Here's a Health tothe Dutcheſs, 
Grant her long life, health, and Riches, 
And a young Prince is all our Wiſhes, 
Whilft all the Fatious Repine, 
Then come away wi't, ne'r ſtay it, 
Let no man baulk his Wine. 


= 


Ho AA Colleftion of Loyal Songs. 
Fuftice Tryumphaut, an excellent new Song in Commen- 
dation of Sir George” Jeffreys, Lord Chief-Juſtice of 
England. Tune, Now the Tories that Glories, &c, -_ 


£0» þ 
N'*: the Traytor, King-hater, 
_ (Thar glories {till in his Crime, ) 

And every Afſociator, | 
. Give Thanks, for now it is time ; 
Let the Whigs in the Tower, 

Who thought to make us a prey, 
Rejoyce, 'tis yet in their power 

To keep 2a Thankſgiving-day : 
Loyal Feffreys is Judge again, 
Let the Brimighams grudge amain, - 


' Whoto Tyburn muſt trudge amain, 


Tonoramas we ſcorn; 
May Heav'n dire& Him, prote&t-Him, 
Let guilty Traytors mourn. 


2 
Noble Jeffreys, ſo Loyal, 
Of Englands Judges the Chief, 


Whom Fa#iens ſought to deſtroy all, 


"The higs both Envy and Grief; - 
Sir George, in Juftice-inftruted, | 
Whoſe Fate the Crowd did contrive, 


With-Popesin Tryumph condufted, 


To fley and burn him alive : 
He, with old Heraclitus, 

And Tow2ey, that does {6 bite us, 
And Thompſon, with all who right us, 
Were led about for a ſhew, - 
And burnt for Papiſts, by Mtheifts 

Own'd no'Religion or Law, 


Z 
Englands Juitice, ſo Loyal, 
Whom all the Tribe did oppoſe, 
Has now before him the Tryal 
OF the new Good old Cauſe ; : 
> Welzams,.. 


tViliams, who did {o gore him 
When he did fit in the Chair, 
Muſt now, for Treaſon, before him 
Hold up his hand at the Bar; _ 
Noble Feffreys,who thinks it a ſcorn 
Oates or Evidence to {ubborn, 
Or by taking Bribe be forſworn, 
As ſome others before ; 
But he, Chief-Juſtice, our truſt is 
They?*l pay for the old Score, 


4 

Let not Rebels enſlave you. 

With hopes to make you more free, 
Nor wilful Bigots deceive you 

With ſhews of Loyalty ; 
No Blanderbuſſes be planted 

Againſt the life of the King ; 
Nor Rouſe nor Ruſſel be Sainted, + 

For firſt promoting the thing ! 
Let not Raſcals forge Speeches, 


- To make Rebellion and Breaches, 


And clear the Bloud-thirſty Leeches, 
Who would for Innocents paſs, 

By batching Treaſon, 'gainſt reaſon, 
To ſet up an Ignorant AſS:. 


$ 
Then ſhall London, promoted 
Be by a Loyal Lord Mayor, 
In ſpight of Villains that Voted 
Againſt the Lawful Heir ; 
No Committees of Rebels 
Whoin blind corners harrangu'd ; 
No more Seditious Libels, 


When Care, Vile, Curtis are hang'd: 
Then all hands ſhall addreſs the Throne, 


Peace and Plenty poſſefs the Throne, 
Rogues no longer oppreſs the Throne, 
Oates ſhall gull us no more, 


A Colleflion of Loyal Songs. 
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And 


O2 © Colleftion of Loyal Songs, 
And London quarter a+ Charter 
More glorious than before. 


State and Ambition, # new Song at the Dukes Theatre 


TERRIER: 
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| A Tate and Ambition alaſs will deceive. ye, 

There's no ſolid joy but the bleſling of Love, 
| Scorn does of pleaſure fair Silvia bereave ye, 

ll Your Fame js not perfect ?rill that. you remove : 
! . Monarchs that ſway the vaſt Globe in their Glory, . 
| Now Love is their brighteſt Jewel of power, 
E- Poor Strephor's heart was erdain'd to adore ye, 

| Ah! then diſdain his paſſion no more. 

Tee. : | - "2 Jove 
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ove in his Throne was the Vieim of Beauty, 
His Thunder laid by, he from Heaven came dows, 
YA Shap'd like a Swan, to fair Leda paid duty, 

And priz'dher far more than his Heavenly Crown : 
'She too was pleas'd with her Beautiful Lover, 

She ſtrok'd his fair Plumes and feaſted her Eye, 
And he too in Loving, knew well how to move her ; 

By Billing begins the buſinels of Joy. 


119 


by. 


Since Divine powers exzmple have given 
If we do not follow their Preceps, we fin, 
Sure "twill appear an affront to their Heaven, 
If when the Gates open we enter not in ; 
Beauty my Deareſt was from the beginning, , 
Ordained to cool Mans amorous rage, 
And ſhe that againſt that decree will be fnaing 
In Spring, ſhe will fiad the Winter of Age. 


I 1 FS 
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Think on the pleaſure while Lev Sinits Glory, 
Let not your ſcorn, Loves great Altar diſgrace, 
The time may come when no Swain will adore ye, 
Or ſmooth the leaſt wrinkle Age lays on your Face, 
Then haſt to enjoyment whilſt Love is freſh blooming, 
And in thy height and vigour of day, 
Each minvit we loſe, our pleaſure*s conſuming, 
And ſeven years to agree willnot One paſt, repay. 


HILPM NIL 


ILLLAI 


Think my dear Silvia, the Heavenly bleſſing, 

Of Loving in youth, is theCrown of our days, 
Ghort are the hours where Love is poſleſſing ; 

But tedious the minuits when croſt with delays. 
| Love's the foft Anvil where Nature's agrecing, 

All Mankind are form*d, and by it they move, 

"Tis thence my dear Silvia and I have our being, 
The Ceſar and Spain ſpring from Almighty Love- 


6 I 
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I ſee my dear S:Ivin at laſt hy conſented, . 

That bluſh in your Cheek does plainly appear, 
And nought but delay ſhall be ever repented, 

So faithfull ll prove, and fo true to my Dear, 
Then Hymen prepare, and light all thy Torches, 

Perfume thy head Altar, and ſtrew all the way, 
By little degrees Love makes his approaches, 

Bur Revels at night for the loſs of the day. * 


The Royal Ad miral, a exceTent new Song 0n His Iluftri- 
ous Highneſs the Duke of York His being aeputed 
High-Admiral of England. 


Now England's Sov*reign Lords it o'r the Main, 
When Mighty York is Admiral again. 


To a pleaſant new Tune, call'd, State and Ambition. 


I 
| Diggs and Polly {alaſfs !) will deceive yeu, - 
The Loyal man till the beſt Subjedt does prove; 
Treaſon of Reaſon (poor Whig) will bereave you, ' 
You cannot be bleſs'd, till this Curſe you remove, 


Charles our great Monaich,when Heav®n did reſtore Him, 


With His Royal Brother, ſafe on our Shoar, 
Ordain'd us, that we next our King ſhould adore Him, 
Then Johnſon play the ApoFate no'more. 


-.-& 
Clayton may fret, and bring Vows of Obedience 
To Ferguſon, Baxter, or Curtis and Care 
Patience approach with pretended Allegiance 
To his Sov'reign Lord, yer oppoſe the Right Heir : 
Canhe pretend to be honeſt or Loyal, 
Nay though he late at Weftminſier ſwore, 
And yet the next day will (like Perkin) deny all, 
. What er he ſaid, or ſwore to before ? 


3 
Let Trenchard and Hamden ſtir up a Commotion, 
Their Plo;ring and Voting ſhall proſper no more, 
| | Now 
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Now Gallant old Femmy-commands on” the Ocean, - 
And mighty Charlss kept them in aw on the Shoar. 

Let Lobb and Ferguſon Preach up Sedition - 
Ar Coffte-Houſe, Conventicle, Cabal, 

Now Jeffreys is Juſtice, and York in Commiltion, 
Their Scandal and Plors ſhall pay for 'em all. 


Temmy the Valiant, the Champion-Royal, 
His own and the Monarchies Rival withitood ; 
The Bane and:the Terrour of all the Diſloyal, | 
Who ſpilt the late Martyrs, & ſougat for his Blood. - 
7emmy who quell'd the” proud Foe on the Ocean, 
And Reign'd. the ſole Conguerour over the Main ; 
To th's. brave-Here-let's all pay Devotion, 
Since He is Englands Admiral again. 


Nirk our great Adm ral, = Oceans-Defender, | 
The Foy of His Friends, and the Drezd of His Foes, 
The Lawful Suceeſdr ; what BaTordePretcnder 
(Whom Heav'n the 7rueHeir has ordain'd )dare oppoſe? 
%emn.y who taught t he- Scorch Rebel Allegiance, 
And made the-high D#tch ro His Standard to low'r, 
I: time will reducethe proud C:t to Obedience, 
And make the falſe Whzz fall down and adore. 
6 
Let Bethel and Hamden lie hope for tEeir Treaſon, 
And for the new Fa1vns expreſs their old Zeal , 
Let falſe Sir Samuel rail on without reaſon, 
 Andev*ry night dream of a new Commonweal : 
Plotters be brought with their P/ors to confuſion, 
While Charles ſways the Shear, & York the vaſt Main, 
Till all are confounded who ſcught the Exctuſi 07, 
Then Englind will be old England iagain.  _ 


Then to our Monasch let's quaff off a Bumper, - 


And, nextto our Sev*reign, the Prince of the Bloud : | 


The Ax and the G.bbet Crown ev'ry Rymper, 
Who York in the Lay ful Succeffion withſtood. 


s = 4 -—— - 
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* And then in ſpight of Law, come off with Ignoramus! 


Songs, 

May Rumbold,Gray, 4rmſtrong & Sidney be Sainted, 
And Titus*s long Tongue, ſo often forſyorn, 

May his ſhort neck ftretch for't when Oares is attainted, MW. 
And wiſh into th* World he had never'been born. Ai 


Ignoramus, 41 excellent Song. To the Tune of, Lay 
by your Pleading. 


x 
W_ Reformation 
With /h:gs in Faſhion, 
There's neither Equity nor Juſtice in the Nation, 
Againſt their Furies, oa) 
There no ſuch Cure is, Y 
As lately hath been wrought by Igneramw Furies. 
CompaQtion of Factions - | 
That breeds all Diſtractions, 
Is at the Zenith point, but will not bear an Aion, 
They ſham #5, and flam us, 
And ram us, and domn 145, 


gre 
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2 
Oh, how-they Plotted, 
| Brimighams Voted, 
And all the Mobzte the Holy Cauſe promoted ; 

They Preach'd up Treaſon, 

At ev'ry Seaſon, 
ay OW And taught the Multitude Rebellion was but reaſon, 
With Breaches, Impeaches, 


: And moſt Loyal Speeches, 


ed, 


With Royal Blood again toglut the thirſty Leeches, 
They foe us, and flam 5, &c. 


Tis Hick i "Ra 
Wou'd paſs no Tory, 
i Were he as Innocent as a Saint in Glory: | : 
But let a Brother nn - 
-+ Raviſh his Mother, | | | 
: Aſafſinate his King, he would find no other. | 
© . They ſhamed, and blamed, 


CO ew w_n——— noo aan. eee WO—e ee ee, oc rd oe - 4 


| At Loyaliſts aimed, 
nee WH But when 2 M/þig's repriev'd the Town with Beacons 
—— They ſpam us, and flam tus, &c. [ flamed. 
Rn = L | 
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This Jgn0ramus 

With which they ſham us, 

ou'd find dgainſt a York to raiſe a Monmouth 2]mus. 

Who clears a Traytor, 

And a King farer, ... 

\eainſt his Lawful Prince wou'd find- Cafficient! matter ; - 
| They ſought it and, wrought its | 7 

Like Rebels they fought.it, | 
d with the price of Royal Martyrs Blood they: bought 
They ſham us, 'and flam * Wb: Zn [its 


\ 


bf, 


N, 


At the Old- Bail, 
Where Rogues flock daily, 

greater Traytor far than nckdnliy yy or Staley; : 
Waslate IndiQted,_ 

Witneſſes cited, F Pur 


amus. 
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But.then he was ſet free; ſo the King was righted. 
*Gainſt Princes, Offences 
Prov'd in all ſenſes: | : 
But'*gainſt a Whig there s no truth in Evidences. 
They ſham us, and flam us, &c. | 
6. 
But wot you what, Sir ? 
They found it nor, Sir; 
"Twas ev'ry Jurors caſe, and there Jay all the Plot, Sir. 
For at this ſeaſon, 
' Shou'd they do reaſon, | 
Which of themſelves wou'd ſcape, if they found it Trea- 
Compaſſion in faſhion, [ fon? 
The Iat'reſt of the Nation, 
Oh, what a Godly point is ſelf-Preſeryation ! 
_ They ſham us, and flamus, &c; 


*Las what is Conſtientse 
Dk In Baxter's own ſenſe, ' ' 
When Int'relt lies at ſtake, an Oath & Law is Nonſenſe > 

Now they will banter 
Quaker and Ranter, 

To find a Loyalift, and clear a Covenanter. 
They*l wrangle and brangle, 
The Soul intangle, 

To ſave the Trayrors Neck from the'old Triangle. 

They - ſham us, and flam' us, &c. 
8 


Alaſs! for pity 


Of this good Ciry, 
What will the Torees ſay in/ their drunken Dity ? 
When all-Abettors, 
- And: Menarch-haters, oo [Traytors. 


The Brethren damn'd their Souls to ſave malicious 
But m ndit, long winded, 
With prejudice blinded, 
Leſt what they d:d reje&;” anther Jury fitid it,” 
Thin ſham us, ond flaw ws, KC, | 


The 
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The Loyal Conqueſt, or Deſtrution of Treaſon. Tune, 
Lay by. your Pleading, 
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] Ow Loyal Tories 
May Tryumph in Glories, [ Stories. 
The fatal Ploz is now betray,d;the reſt were Shams and 
Now againſt Treaſon, 
We have Law and Reaſon, 
And ev*ry bloody hig muſt go to pot in time & ſeaſon. 
No ſhamming, nor flamming, 
No ramming, wor damning, 


No Ignoramus Fury's now ag Whigs, but ' FRY” 


Look a. litle fenker, »- . 
Place things in order, 

Thoſe that ſeck to kill the King,Godfs ry = murther 
Now they'r deteCted, 


By Heaven neglefted, 
In black deſpair cut their Throars, thus Pluto' S work' s 
No ſhamming, nor flamming, &c, .. [effected. 
3 
Catch grows in paſhion. 
And fears this new. faſhion, 
Leſt ey ry Traytorhang himſelf, and ſpoil his beſt pro- 
Tho? four in the morning, Oath 10n, 
Tyburn adorning, 
He cries out for a ſcore a time, to get his men their - 
No ſhamming, nor flamming, &. - ([learning, 


— 


. | 
Now we have ſounded _, 

The bottom which confounded, 

Our Plotting Parliament of late who had our King < 

' Hamaen and others, [{urroundcd. 

And Trenchard were Brothers, \ 
Who were te kill the King and Duke, and bang us for 
No ſhamming, ner flammirg, &c. {their murthers. 
| F >. 5 gSur- 
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.- Surpriſing the = 
' And the Court in'an hour, [power, 
And enter in at the Traytors Gate,but *rwas not i: their 
Our Guards now are dcubled, 
E'r long they will be trebled, 
The harmony of Gun & Drum, make guilty conſciences 
No Et 05" flamming, &Cc, [troubled 
6.. 
IF up 15 retaken, 
The root o*th? Plt is ſhaken, | 
Ri jjellately loſt his Head, the bleeding Cauſe to waken; 
M------# in Town till; 
With 4mſtrong his Council ; 
The Lady Gray may find him out under ſome Smockor 
No ſk: ming, nor flamming, &c. [Gown til, 


% 


Give em no tr, 
They aim at Crown and Garter, 

They*r of that bloody Regiment,that made their King a 
Leave none to breed: on, - [ Martyr. 
They'd make us to bleed on, 

They are all the blood*ſt Canibals that ever man did 
No ſhamming, nor flamming, © [read on, 
No Ramming, nor Damning, 

No Ignoramus7ury's now for Whigs but only hanging. 


Tye Newcaſtle Aſſeciators Or the Trimmers Loyalty, 
being a #rue Relation how ſeveral San#ified Bre- 
thren' were Apprehended, . and. found Sizning the 
Afﬀociation, { ſeveral 0: thers' having made their e- 
ſeapes) at the. Aſſes at Mewcaſtle, Auguit 7he 
2d, _ 1684, To the 2g , Ignoramus. 


Ay by your "Reaſon 
Truth's out of Seaſen ; 
Since Trer for 5 JL. ozalty, and Loyalty is Ti eaſcn. 
Toney the Jealous, | 
S:arey the Zealons, 


- 


> 


Con- 
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Contriv'd the Nations fall,yet both were LoyalFellows 
With Patience, Narrations, 
And ASSOCIATIONS. . 
Lord what ado there was for Tecklzy's Reformations, 
They Plotted, and Lotted, and Sorred, and Voted ; 
And never will have done, till Tow Heads are. all pro» 
| ſmorted: 


With PSY Fs 
Lawleſs Objections, - 
They ſtudy*dto promote the Commonwealt| projeQtic ons 
. Monarchy-Haters, | 
ASSOCIATORS, 
Did year intoa League with Raſcals, Whiss ” Ty ” tors; 
They venture, Indenter, 
'" In Bond they do enter : 
Whilſt at the Royal Pair their malice ſtill did center: 
They Plotted, and Lotted, and Sorted, and Voted, 
And never will have done till all the Tribe's promoted: , 


% 


But the brave Chief Taftice, 
* In whomour truſt is, by 


1 Will do the Rebels right, whoin Law the firſt is, 
: In this high Station, 
Purging the Natien, 
Of all that did promote the damn'd ſiciation : 
Bakers and Quakers, _ _ _, 3%) : 
3 And Monarchy-haters. x 


And all that joyn in League with A/bciarers. 
They Plotted, and Lotted, and Sorted, and Voted, 
And never will have done,till all theirTrain's promoted. 


/ 


He late Gris, | I 
In quaint diſguiſes, _ | | 
Noleſs than ſeventeen at Newcaſtle Sizes : 
Villains he ſcented, | ws 
That had indented, 
And with the Cooper had a new Tap inreatess 
on- 


F'3 | Tack 
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'- And never will have done, till all the Tribe* promoted. 


Fack Shallow, Sim Swallow, 

W:l Weeks, aud Tom Tallow, [follow. 
Nine were for 7yaytors found, the next in courſe will 
They Plotted, and Lotred, and Sottea, and Voted, 


Theſe on their Byal, 
Wou'd all be Loyal, 

Although the Royal Race they ſtudy'd to deftroy all. 
Their Falſe Hearts ſounded, 


The reſt Contounded, 
Guilt flying in their Face for the F459, abſconded. 
Both Richard the Bitcher, 
And William the Letcher, [for't, * 


Whilſt Thumb,& Dick, & Tom, areleft behind to ſtretch 
They Plotted, and Lotted, and Sorted, and Voted, 
And in good time we hope will likewiſe be promoted. 


(1 
Toney that ſcented, 
| And firit invented 
This Holy Covenant, was the firſt abſcnted, 
| Of allforſaken, 
To ſave his Bacon, 
He into Wihgland crawls, but was overtakn. 
The Starter's a Martyr, 
Death gives no quarter. 
Whilſt Waket and the reſt were by the head cut ſhorter. 


| They Plrted and Lotted, and Sorted, and Foted, 
. And never will have done till their heads are promoted WM * 


Ss Aas 


PF ; 
Ruffel did try for*t, : 


_ Sidney did die for't, 

While Rumbold,Gray,& Tom, with the reſt did flic for't: 
For-all their Teaching, FF 
Ferguſon's Preaching, - T 

His Heag*s upon a Pole, and his Quarters bleaching: tl © 


The Starter's a Martyr, 
The Squire gives no Quarter, 


Fo 
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For now the Bully Knight is bythe head cutfhorter. 
They Plotted, and Lotted, and Sorted, and Vated,- 


low. | 
py And never will haye done till their quarters arc promo- 
= [ ted. 
of Now be confounded | 
Whig, Trimmer, Roundhead, 
And all the FaQious lump of Treaſon ſo-confounded. 
By every ACtion, - F. | 
1 We ſee your FaQtion, 
: Tends only to involve the Nation in diftraQion, 
Your Lopping, and Fopping, | 
- And Bluwderbuſs Popping,” [Chopping. 
And all your flying for*r, won't fave your Necks from . 
oh: You Plotted;;and Lotted, and Sotted, and Yoted, | 
ma And in good time we hope yon ſhall be all promoted. 
ted, ; = 7 
A new Song made by a Perſon of Puality, and Sung” 
before His Majeſty af:Wincheſter. Tune, Cook Lawrel. 
zorter, 
noted, 
, - * 
fort: " Tory camelate through Weſtminſter-Hal, 
A And as he paſs'd by heard a Citizen bawl; . 
| The Judges are Perjur'd, and weare undone, 
ung: BY Our Liberty's loſt, . and our Charter is gone. - 


= 7 This © 


gy————h pep _ - 


EX 
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This cames of our Prating ſince Coledge is dead); 
This comes of our Plotting without Tony's Head : 
. For he had more wit in his Treaſon by half, 
| As he hook'd himſelf on, co crook'd himſelf off, 


He ſcarce had faid this ha a Baron approach'd | 
That ruin'd two Siſters, the younger Debauch's : 
The reaſon he cry'd, I'm loath rodeſcribe, 

He would have a Mai apt out of the Tribe. 


The next came a Peer, and Knight of great Fame, 
One famous for Stabbing, the other was Lame ; 

' Oh Heavens! in what a ſtrange Age do we diyell, 
When Bully's Reform, _ Cripples Rebel. 


With them the ſweet ſpeaker Wi Williams 1 ſaw, 
His head full of proje&ts but empty of Law ; 

For he(*tis obſerv'd) has been dull as a Dog, 

. Since Payton batoon*d —_ for calling bim Rogue. 


Peart Wallop aud WW; ends, Marinies breed, 
Yer till in the Cauſe, for no purpoſe are Fee'd : 
For Cragock will offer himſelf tor a Drudge, 

: If eitherof them will be ” for 2_ Judge. 


. Old Ma----r9, all ages in FaSion was chief; 
Now mumbles by rote,. ne*r looks in his Breif: 
But rotten Rebe/ljon with never laſt long, 
| He ſpit out his Teeth, and - cough out his Tongue 


Now by the Recorder new Cards mult be plaid, 

_ That body of Law with a Sarazens-Head, 
That (Span*el-like) fawns on the King to his Face, 
And yet makes the Whigs mY -amends for his Pn 


- For Magiſtrate Patience, I plainly confeſs, . 
Pve little to ſay becauſe he's in diſtreſs , 
- But he thar ſat in th* Cities great Chair, 
Would a Pilhry grace; fa I wiſh be were there. Di 
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Dauhois and Papillion, the Cities ſham Shrieves, 
Whoſe Truth and whoſe Loyalty no man believes; 
That Arreſted the Mayor, and no danger he ſaw, 

To keep from ſelf-hanging I leave to the Lay. 


| 11 
For Law they complain'd, of the Lawyers they boaſt, 
. They'r pleas'd, tillby Law they their Charter had loſt : 
Law, Law, was the cry of the Mutinous Crew, 
ihe Devil's in*r if they ba'nt Law enough now. 
12 
” Scribe Cl----x*s Wife'deckt with the ſpoils of rhe Poor, 
Embroider'd in Scarlet like Babylox's Whore 
But let me adviſe him to ſtrip off her Red, - 
And make her a Peticoat of her Green Bed. 
[3 
Old Player's grown rampant, late pickt up a Whore, 
And ſwore he'd recant, and be Whiggi/h no more ;. 
, By Tories made drunk, in the Company's view, 
The Saint kiſt her C---7,and drank healths in her Shoe. 


T4 
Now liſten ye Whigs, and hear whatI ſpeak, 
A Monarch (like Heaven) can give and can take; - 
But you for Rebelli9n no reaſon can bring, 
So hang;your ſelves all; and God ſave the King. 


The Whigs D: [appointment upon their intended. Feaſt. 
- To the Tune of, Cook Layrel. 


| ART ” 

H&E you not heard of a Feffival Convent of I;t2 f 
Compas'd of a pack of Netorjous Diſſenters ? 

Appointed by 7;nkers in Whigland to mect, 

| ToSign andto Scal Covenanted Indentures - 


13, | 

The day was appointed, and all things prepar'd, 

In order thereto, by the Sages o'th' Nation, 

And a Reverend Sermon was then to be hear. :: 


| + All 


T'exort *m to th' Qath of of c/atiune. 


—_= _ _— 
— — 
NT —  — ” 
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All {ortsok Trades-men were « bid to be there, 
The Lords, Abhorrers, and Commoners too ; 
But the Cooper *fore all was ta take the. Chair, 
To ſer forth the matter as _ he knew how. - 


The Godly Gown-men all Chain'd and Fur'd, 

Two Shrieves, and the Deel knows what of the Rabble, 
Invited on purpoſe, and ſeton, and Spur'd, 

To make a confuſion worſe then our old Babel. 


. S. 
T be chief of the Feaſt was a Fop, and a Mouth, 
Cry'd upby the City Cooper, and Player, 
Whoſe name rhey*d extend from North unto South, - 
By the trick of a Black-Box to make him an Heir. 

HE pe 

For down into Durham an Envoy was ſent, 
Arzongit the chief, of the Northern Clergies, 
To find out a Writing to thar very intent, 
Who had thirty good Guineys to defray his Charges, . 


Fl Te. : 
The Reverend 7itxs was Chaplain to th* Feaſt, 
Brim full of Plots, with Oaths to maintain'them, 
The Deel could afford them no ſuch a Gueſt ; 
*Mongſt all the damn'd Crew to entertain them. 


8.. 
' Next came in Janeway, Curtis, Vile, and Care-; 


With his Packet of Lies thruſt under his Arm, 
Then Don Dangerficldo more ſubtile by far, 
Than poor Mother Cellier m— ated no harm. 


All forts of Informers were bid to be there, 
And the damn'd 1gnoramnus Jurors too, 

To participate of this Fe/?/val Cheer : 

By way of Thentgruing ons what they did-do. . 


Some hyndreds more were na be at the. Feaſt ; 


And all things thercunto were fitted, 
But- 


bble, 


But- 
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But-in ſteps an Order which foreſtall'd the Gueſts, 
Disbanding the Cooks e're wh Mear was half Spitted, . 


Tag, Rag, and Long-tail ds eallto come in, 


To fit at this King of Poland's Table: 


The Feaft I conceiveelſe was not worth a Pin, 


Without the conſent of an infolent Rabble. 

--- 
What pining, and fretting, and fuming was EY ; 
When all the good Creatures were ſo Jaid afide, 
*Towu'd make a Saint both to ſtamp and to- ſtare, -. 
To ſee ſuch a Zealous Aſembly decry'd. . 

13 

Here now the Nation was has far ſettled, / 
And al] things brought to a much better Cue, - 
Here a new Government was to be ſettled ; 
And the Deel knows. whar _ they will do; - 


Some. think it was like the Oxford old ſtroke, 
Which was well, being givea in Seafon,-. 

And ſome think they are under a burthenſom. yoak, 
Cauſe they may not TO for Sedition and Treaſo. 


Some hold it not prudently aQed at all, 
To check an Aſſembly of ſo great an Intention,.. 
Who ſtudy'd and aim'd at the Tory's down-fall, -, 
In: raiſing the Whigs by a new Invention. 
6. 
Some fay they were nettled, and galled within, -. 
To ſee our Great York embrac'd; by the City: . 
If that be the cauſe on'r we care not a pin, | 
Let them hang up each other,and ſo ends my. Ditty. - 
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"Newgate Salutation, ar a Dialogue betwe::s Six W. W, 
and Mrs, Cellier. Tune, The Fight is now ended, 


. . k 2 
Ld Stories of State grow now out of date, 


And Fafious Prometcrs obſtructed by Fate ; 

| &rcat Fames in his. Throne protects us aJone, 
Without thoſe wild Maggots which Caltin has blown; 
An1 now in the calm a refledtion I'll make, 

Of a kind Salutation in Newgate late. 


*. | 
"Twixt a | Knight of the Cauſe, whoſe great eminence, 
- Of Popiſy Rat-catching, and ſmooth impudence; 
Lov'd by all thoſe who are the Kings Foes, 
Br in the Reception he dreaded ſome blows : 
For when Fire and Water by accident greet, 
Thoſe unruly Elements claſh when they meet. 


Ard down-rigat Dame Cillier, who ſtil] keeps her place, 
To which he prefer'd with marks of diſgrace: 
And now they are met in Newgate to treat, 
You freely give fixpence you had ſeen the feat. 
| .  - But 


ace, 
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But ſhe was tranſported and ſtood in a maze, 


- Whilſt he like an Ow among Lapwings did gaze. 


E 4 
He-ſnufM*d with's Noſe, and made a long pauſe, 


In a new-faſhion'd Cloak he wrap'd up the Old Cauſe, 
He cry'd Madam Ce#er, I hope we are Friends, 
Were't now in my power I'd make you amends. 


- Pray turn not my Stomach with lancing old Sores, 
' My ſqueazy misfortunes are far worſe than yours, 


$ 
Great Sir, you are welcom into this great Houſe, 
I ſcorn tothrow water upon a drewn'd Mouſe ; 
None of my Relations I have ſeen this year, 
Could be half ſo welcom ſhould they be brought here. 
Your great Vigilance, and your Zeal doth ſurpaſs, . « 
1n Courage, Don Ruixot, in Zeal Hudibraſs. 


6 | 
th? filent of Night, no Goblin nor Spright, 
Could Cre work ſuch wonders as you id Sir Knight; 
In finding out Prieſt without help of Lights, 
You were the Knight Errand on all ſuch exploits. 
No Janus's two Faces, nor Argus's ſtrange Eyes, 
E'rebilkt up their Fortunes, like you by ſurpriſe. 


7, | 
Though you were betray'd by Oates and his Bums, 
Thoſe 4Amber-Necklaces like Beads on your thmmbs ; 
Supply'd you with Coin Sir thoſe Debts for to pay, - 
Befides thoſe Rich Medals in ambuſh for Prey : ; *--- 
Or ſome {core of PoundsBedingfield (pull'd out on's Bed) 
Though two years at leaſt after he had been dead 
8, 
Guſman to your Worſhip was but a meer Sot, 
He never had fenſe to find out a. Sham-Plot ;, 
But you bv the Art Sir of Legerdemain, : £ 
Whar you put in the Meal-Tub, could fetch out again z 
But all you neat Jugglers Confederates do keep, 
As my Maid and you in the Meal-Tub did meet. 


4-0. HBO Aceh _. 
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The Knight in his Paſſion found truth would confare, | 
St. Francis then enter'd toend the-diſpure. 

Sir this is no place for your fafery and Honour, 

She's void of the Light which the Cauſe pur upon her. 


" To me give your hang S.r into my own Room, 


We?ll conſult who ſupplies our kind Ladies at home, 


Lo 
Now fince we are inform'd the Knight is got looſe, 
And finding ſome clauſe of thecaſe inthe Nooſe, 
wrapt up inthe tangle, Great Charles.he did dun, . 
To Pardon his Treaſon what's paſt, and to come. 
So an anſwer moſt fit I hope he did receive, 

For 2 Treach'rous Fool, and a fly buzſy Knave. 


| Anew Song 0n the ol4 Plot. Tune, Tangier March, 


| Bar the Whigs repine, and all combine, h 
FS ln x damn'd 4ſſeciation, | 
Le: Toney fret, and Perkin Swear, 
. Thar their Ploz's grown out of Faſhion; I 
Since our Royal 7en:my's.come again 

To ſpoil their Uſurpation, 


" Riſing like the morning Sz, F 


To cheer the drooping Nation, 2 You 


2Cr, 7 


> You 
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You dull ſham Prince, whoſe Impudence 
To a Throne would be aſpiring ; 

See the Rable crowd, that made you proud, 
Haveceas d their loud admiring, 

Curſc in time thoſe Rogues of State, 
That taught you Rebel Notions ; 

And art the true Swcceſſors Feer, 
Pay all your juſt Devotions. 


3. 

Let Bully Tom receive his Doom, _ 
So long fince due in Reaſon, 

For Murders then, and now again - 
For Mutiny and Treaſon, 

To Kidnap Cully ftill has been 
His buſineſs of importance : 

And now poor Perkin has drawn in, . 
And Rook'd out of his Fortunes. 


9. - 
In old Laws we find, the Cuckeld's kind, _ 
To thoſe that do Cornate him ; 
Or why ſhould- Grey the Traytor play, 
And to Perkzn be ſupporting ? 
But the Coxcomb fain would be - 
A Wirtal to a King too : 
That his Baſtards may again 
Rebel for fome ſuch thing too. 
I'0Q,-- 
But of all Fools, a Pox on Togls, 
That againſtall Law and Reaſon, 
The Cauſe maintain without the gain, 
Or the profit of the Treaſon: 
What from Wir, or Courage, Wopes- -_ . 
That gaping Cully Br----7 ; 
That does ro Mungrel Perkis ſtoop, 
And the Royal fide abandon, 


6 - - | 
Fat Turnſpit Frank, with Wit fo ravk,- 
Has ſomie excul for ſtarting ; 


Vs 


Whom 
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Wham we deſpiſe,in time may riſe, | 
To be Jeſter to King Perkin, 
But for Eſſex, H--- a, Grey, and K--?, 
Thoſe Fools of Zand and Money : 
Why what the Deel was their intent, 
To ſet up Rebel Toney f 


The- Pol;ſþ Prince has ſome pretence 
To be Whigland Rabbles HeFor, 
And with reaſon too may head the Crey, 
Andin time become ProteFor : 
Since Ambition and Revenge, 
Are motives very moving, 
But a Plague on Fool; that him do bring ,. 
To Rogues mult om above him, 


Oh, ye Tapland Cr = that Treaſon brew,, 
And of Toney make an 1&0/ : : 
And Perkin ſham with Xing in Name, 
The King of the Golden Medal, 
Curſe and danm the Black Cab 1, 
That inſpir'd your Rebel knowledge, 
E*re Billa wera find* you all, 
The Fate of Pious Coledge, 


, Leno Joy = ded '0n the Inflalment of Sir: 
William Pritchard Lord Mayor for the en . 
Tangier March. j Juing 2 


Et the Whigs revile, hs IMFL ſmils, 
Thar rheir buſineſs is compleated ; Y 
Let all rejoyce with heart and voice. . | 
- © That the Whig's at laſt defeated.. 
The Whigs for Loyalty ſo fam'd, 
_ With all their. hopes are undone q 
Since now brave Pritchard. is proclaim 'd: 


| The Loyal Mayor of London. 
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You Poliſh Brace 4 brazen Face, 
To the Chair wou'd be aſpiring, 
See the Rabble Crowd who bawl'd fo loud; 

Are bawk'd beyond admiring; 
Learn in time to mitigate - ;. 

Your bold tumultuous Furies, | 

E're you ſhall find, you truſt too lats, 

To {ener anens Juri ies, 


3. 

Let Player Tom receive the Doom, - 
So long due for his Cheating, 

Whodid purloin the City Coyn, 
To keep up holy Meeting ; 

To rob the Orphan, and the Poor, 
His great diſcharge of truſt is, 

And run upon the Widows ſcore, 
To do the City eb 


Let Ward repent, and- 1 8 _... -..; iT 
Their PraQtice ſo malicions, | | 
Let Hubland rue, with all the Crew, 
That they were fo Officious ; 
Suck Jews as theſe ; who did deny 
Their Saviour for a Teſter, 
No doubt again wou'd Crucify 
Their Sovereign Lord and Maſter. | 


Sir: 


For North and Rich, nnd every ſuch, 
They ſet up a Papillion : | 
'Gainſt Pritchard, bold, with Corniſh, Gold ; 
With Ryo and RebeHion, | Wor: 
To love the King can you pretend, 
Who Royaliſts deny all? 
And with ſuch vigour dare contend 
Againſtthe Man that's Loyal. 


$S . 
For ſhame in time repent your Crime, 


Your Ryot and Commotion And 
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And to the Mayor who kept the Chair, 
Pay all your juſt Devotion, ., * 
Such was their Loyalty of late, 
. To give the King noMoney;: |: 
But freely throw away their Plate. - 
© To joyn with-Rebel Texey. 


Thus you before did vn on ſcore 
- With Royal Charles, your Maſter : 
Like drunk or mad, ſpent all you had, 
To uphold a bold Impoſtor. = 
Let not Knaves again betray, 
And rob youof your Reaſon; 
Then leave your Fa#tous heads to pay 
| The forfeit of your Th eaſov. 


8 
With all your heat what did you get ? 
With all your did ann quarter; - 
But to involve with each reſolve _ 
The more entangled Charter ?. 
To Jawes your juſt Allegiance give, 
| Yaur: Properties, then plead 'em, 
| Defending the Prerogative, 
You beſt prote& your Freedom. 


Tangiers Lament ation on the Demoliſting aud blowing 
up of the Town, Caſtle, and Citadel. The ſame Tyne. 


I | 
Et the Moors repine, their hopes reſign, . 
ſ:.Now the Pagan Troops are cheated ; 
Ler Foot and Horſe disband their Force, 
* Since Tanerer is defeated: © 
Alaſs Tangier | what ſuddain Doom 
- Hathwrought this alteration, 
That thus thy March ſhould now become 
Thy fatal Lamentation ? 


"2 


16, 
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Now, alaſs Tangier! that coft fo dear 
In Money, Lives, and Fortunes, 
See how the States, the kinder Fates, 

For thy own Fate importunes: 
Had this been Plotted bythe Moors, 

Alaſs! it were no matter; + 
But blown'up thus by thy own Store, 

Thou'dſt better ſwom in water. 


3 | | 
The old Port Tangier, where for good Cheer 
We never paid Extortion : 4 
Which,whilſt it ſtood;was once thought good 
To be a Monarchs Portion; : 
Whilſt Engliſh heartSThy walls poſleſt, 
' They ſcorn'd e&'re to ſurrender, 
Now to the Fves is left a Neft 
For Serpents to engender, 


_—: z6 
Alaſs ! what now muſt the Sex-men do, 
% Yhen they come aſhore to Lord it, 


For 2 little freſh ſtore,f a little freſſt whore? 


VVhich Tangier ſtill afforded. 
No Ambuſcade of treacherous Moor, - 
Nor ſhall Ben Ortor's Highneſs 
Court any more the Briti/þ Shoar, 
To try the Ladies kindneſs: 


It would grieve your hone, ſhould T impart: 
The Gold and precious Matree 
Thar lies oppreſt in every Cheſt 
Drown'd underneath the water. 
But now the Me/dthat forc'd the Main, 
The Mold fo gay and bonny, | 
Is.with the Cheſts blown up again, 
Butne'r a Croſs of Money. 


; 6 
Of how many Souls, and large Punch-boyls 
Has been the undoing ? $a 


. 


do) 


How k 
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How many tun of precious Coin 
Lie buried in the Ruin? 
Had this been done ſome years ago, 
©f Horſemen and PoſiiLions, - x 
'T had ſav'd ſome thouſand lives the blow, 
And {av'd befides ſome Millions. | 


V Vhen the Pile took Ls, above the Spire,. 
I wiſh (for th” good o*th' Nation) 
The walls well cramm'd,withRebels ramm'd 
Of the Aſſociation: TT 
| The Bethels of a Commonwealth, _ 
Each ſullen Whig:and Trimer, ' 
Thas boggle at a Loyal. Health, -.. 
. Yet will not bawk a Brimmer. 


4 8- | 
Now Heav*n preſerve (while Rebels ſtarve) 
The King and's Royal brother, 
VVhile Traytors flic, and others die, 
Impeaching one another :. *-, 


That gracious Prince that values more 
. © HisSubjeRs lives and pleafure, 
Than allthe wealth of Mf-ick Shore, 
And Tangiers buried Treaſure. 


- 


- 
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ATory in a Whigs Coat. Tune, Up with Aley, &c. 


14 
| EU Ax 62 1 ms. 


F. ? ho 
7 Hat: ll ye Wh!gs uncaſte! 
Will nothing cool yout Brain, 
nleſs great Charles to pleaſe'ye, ! | 
Will let ye drive his Wain? 
en up with Prance and Oates, 
And up with Knaves a pair; + - 


ut down with him that Votes Rs G 


Againit a Lawful Heir. 
2 

our grievance is remov d, 
Oid Stafford s made a Saint, , 

ough you bur little prov'd, - ++ | 
The Karle away you ſent, {0 on Il. 
en up with all your ſpight, *1- 1 7 De 1 th 
And ſhew us what you means 7 I 11 
car me, by this Light, N 


You long to vent your Spleen, erin, 7 nr 2 145 


3 SONY 
nt Peerleſs Houſe of Commons (© 9 2. 0g vii Vo! 


$ zealous for tbe Loi, - 47 tl wh 2nd aint 1, 
ant (pioufly) with ſome on's 4 tals wh gy 0 
Tofleſh the Godly Sword : 0: POS Ren ht afs 


Or <o ree — eenddagrs- 
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119 -ACollettionef Loyal Songs: 
- Then upwith au the Leaven, 
_ - Witheach Diſſenting Loon, 
Then up with Bully Stephen: ; 
But Colledgs is gone doen. 


* What wood thoſe Lovkts haive had ?- 

Whar makes*em ſtill to nutter? 

I think they'r au gone mad, 
They keep ſo-muckle *2a clutter e 

Then up withP5lk ahd Shute, 
Another bleſſed Pair; 

And up with. ev'ry Brute, 
But chiefly Goatham's Mayor. 


5 $ 
Our Salamanca Prieft,: 
Hath left his Flock in haſt; 
And ſhrewdly in the milt ; 
Which makes us all agaft: 
Then up with Lads of worth, 
With Baldwin, Vile, and Care: 
For theſe muſt now hold. Forth, 
And Dick ſhall noſe a Pray'r, 
6 
But is our Parſon gone? 
And whither gone I trow ? 
What, back again to Spain? 
Geud Faith e'n let him go-: 
Then up with blundering S. 
The Tories Plague, I trow ; 
"Tis he our Cauſe muſt bleſs - 
With Chara&ers, and {owns . 


7 
But ſcurvy Heraclitus, 
. And Roger too is rude, 
And Nat who plagues poor Tirus,.., 
Whichmakes us chew the Cud; 
Then up with Aſſociations, . 
Remonfrances, and Libels;. 


Aud will preſerve our Bibles. 

| 8 

e Poliſh Fox does ſeem 

To ſleep his time away; 

Inc his pernicious Dream 
Isonly to Befray: 

Then-up with. How, the Mole, 
And many more thar be; 

But up with little PoZe--* 

Upon the higheſt Tyee. 


Ll 
Peraclitus 1s a Debtor, 
To ſome withur the City, 
hoſent him fike/a Letter,- 
_ He'Tpay them in a Dirty: 
Then up with au Diſſenters, 
Up with 'em in a Cart ; 
dup with him that ventures 
His Majeſty to thwart. 
10 
ut now great Nork is come, 
(Whom Heaven till be with) . 
ou1find (both all and ſome) 
"Twas ill ro ſhew your teeth : 
n up withev'ry Round: head, 
Andey ry Fafious Brother, 
our luck is now confounded, 
Te 21 mult up together. 
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Tis theſe muſt ſave three Nations, 
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| if | | | Whig #pon Whig , or a pleaſant diſmal Jong on the vlj 
Wl | Plotters newly found out. Tune, O hone, &«. 


SIC 


r. 
Eloved harken all, _ EE. 
_ O hone, O hone, ; F 
* To my ſad Rhimes thar, ſhall | 45 
O hon:, O hone. an * 
j Be found in Ditty ſad, ,. 
8 Which makes me almoſt mad, - ”. 
Wl | Bur Torzes hearts full glad, ' "_— I 
'F O hone, O hone, © [8 be 
| | Eſſex has cut his Throar, To”: E: 
['$ | — =, , B 
| B| Ruſſel js Guilty found, ng re 
Ji 's O hone,. O hone. - A 
'F Walcot being of the Crew, 
'F And Hone the Joyner too, 
| q Muſt give the Devil his due, | N 
| | | O hone, O hone. | 
| þ 3. H: 
| BY Rumſey ſwears heartily, + 
'8 O hone, O hone. 
| Wef&ſwears he does not lie, 
O hone, O bone. Lord 
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Leen 


"Lord H----&5, .s by's troth, 
That they are good men both, 

| And take the ſelf-ſame Oath, 

(9) hone, O bone. 


2ard ſome People oy; 
O hone, O hone, 
Monmouth is fled away, 
O hone, O hone. 
And ſorne do not ſtick to ſay, 
IF he falls in their way, 
He will have damn'd fair play, 


Ga O hone. Es 


Armſtrong and Grey Got wot, 


Ohone, O hone, 
And Ferguſox the Scot, 

O hone, O hone. 
Are all run God knows where, - 


'Cauſe ſtay they dare not here, 


To fix the grand Aﬀair, 
O hone, O hone. 


CDG. 
Jurics (alaſs) are thus, 
O hone, O hone, 
There's no Igneramnus, 
O hone, O hone. 
But you'l have Juſtice done, 
Toev'ry Mothers Son, . 
And be hang'd one by one, 
O hone, Oo —_ 


Now how like Fools we FA 
O-hone, OQ hone, 

Had we not better took 

O hone, O-hone. 
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Unto our Trades and Wives, WL 2 | 
And have keptin our Hives, Wy 
Which might have ſav'd our lives. 
O hone, n hone. 


The King He ſays, "I all 
Q hone, O hone, 
That are found Guilty, ſhall | 
O hone, O hone. 
Die by the Ax or Rope, 
As ſome dy*d for the Pope ; 
Brethren there is no hope. 
 Ohone, O hone. 


| 9 
The Siſters left behind, 
O hore, O hone, 2 
Muſt with vile Tories Grind, | I 
O hone, O hone. 
And {till be at their call, 
To play at up-tails all; 


Nay, to bePoxt and all. W 
O hone, Q hone. 
10 
The Tories new will erink, I 
(0) ' hone, O hone, 
| The Kings healthwith our Chink, | £9 
O hone, O hone. 
Queen, Duke and. Dutcheſs too, BB. 
And all the Loyal Crew. 
Terney Morblew, Morblew. - ” 


O hone, O hone. 


Euſtace Comines the iſh Evidence, bis Farewell to "4 
England. Tune,- O hone, &c. 
7 Tel 

Ee me Shoul and Shoulyation, 
O hone, O hone. 
| u go to me own Nawtion: 
O hone, O hene, 


[ to 


-Old Toney hence is fled, 

And Ruſſel loſt his head ;- 
I ftarve for want of Bread. 
O hone. O hone. 


2 

This ſawcy Engliſh Plot, 

O hone, O hone, 
Did make_ours go to pot : 

O hone, O hone. 
What ſhall I do to go ? 
Let me ſhe, O ho! O ho? 
Pox take me if I knoy : 

O hone, O hone. 


Z 
My fauce does red wid ſhame, 
O hone, Q honeg 
That ever here I came : 
O hone, O hone, 
Ten, twenty Curſe upon 
* Sham Juſtice Heddringtor, 
Who made me firſt leave home, 
. O hone, O hoxe. 


4 
A Gra Euſtace, he did ſay 
| O hone, O hone, 
You moyle for Groat a day : 
_ O hone, O hone. 
A Ploz-Offce now is ope, 
I will advance your hope, 


If you'l ſwear againſt the Pope, 


O hone, O mw 


Be Chree# 1 will, aid), 
O hone, O hone; 

Tell you ten hundred lie, 

© hone, O hone. 
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Mognatum Scandalum, O hone, O hone. 


| AsT have a Shoul widin; 


Y1l ſwear dem in and our, 

We'll have 2 merry bout, 
And make a Rabble rout, 

O hone, O hone. 


We came to Weftmmiter, 
O hone, O hone, os 
Den he call'd me Maifhter, - 
 O hone, O hone. 
I ſwore by fait and trote, 
And be me Beeble Oare, 
(What wee'd agreed en bote,) 


O hone, O hoxe. | 
oy - 

ThenT was put in pay, I 
O hone, O hone, 

Had five, {ix Groat a day, I 
O hone, O hone. 

Which did fine Cloads aff rd, | 

Inſtead of Spawde, a Sword: - T B 

I knew not me ſhelf good Lord, . 

O hone, Ohone. It 

s 

But ſoon my Maiſhter Rogue, A 


O kone, O hone, . 
Was in ſpite of his Brogue': 

Ozone, O hone. 
For the ſawce of his Thongue, 
' ToPriſon dragg'd along, 


9 
Then was prepar'd a Drench, 
O hone, O hone, 
Oates himſhelf to Retrench ;. 
O hone, O hone. 
The meaner ſwearers then 
To rremble did begin : 


'O hoxe, O hone. 6 ob 
CE #48;:£ \ % 
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10 


By this wk Idid fajnt, - = 
©  -O hone, O hone, © | p | 
Till Patrick mee fwite Saint : | ' 
CS, O one, O hone. 
Bid me leave off mee cryes, 
And ſwear no more Plot-lies, 
Then ſtraight away he hies : 
O Lime, O hone. 
_ It 
Deel take this Swearing trade, 
O hone, O hone, 
Fil go home to mee Spade : 
O hone, O hone. 
. PII fence the Patatoes round 
And keep re: Maiſhters groumne'y 
Iam too long Hell-hound. 
O hone, od hone. 


by Book-buitin & Tribe adieu : 
O hone, O hone, 
Ic; 1s now bad wid you :- | 
. ... . O-hoxe, -Q hane. 
And if I ſcape the Bang, 
I've out-done all my Gang 
Aad leave you here r'Swing - EI 
O hone, O hoxe. 


\ 
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Dagon*s Fall. Tune, Philander, &c. 


x 
PFE"ES | 
_ 


__— Oe 
E——_— S—_— 3, 4 ———_ 
—— — 
—_ nn —— — — 


I 
H Cruel Bloody fate! - : f 
What canſt thou now do more ? 
Alas! *tis now too late 7 F 
. Poor Tony to reſtore : 
. Why ſhould the flattering Fates perſuade E 
That Teney ftill ſhould live, | 
In England here, ' 
Or in Hol/and there, 
Yet all our hopes deceive ? 


V 
2 
| A Noble Peer hewas, : 
And of noterious Fame " 
But now he's gone (alas !) . 


A Pilgrim o'r the 'Main : The 


His HI 


eu 
Fail 


Hl: won 


The 


TheProp and Pillar of our hope, 
The Patron of our Canſe, - 
'The Scorn and Hate 
Of Church and State, 
The Urchin of the Laws. 


Z3 
Of matchleſs Policy 
Was this Renowned Peer, 
The bane of Monarchy, 
The Peoples hope and fear, 
The Joy of all true true Proteſtants, 
The Tortes Scorn and Pread; 
But now he's goue 
Who curſt the Throne, 
Alas / poor Toney's dead, 


For Commonwealth % {tood, 
Pretending Liberty ; 

And for the Publick Good, 
Would pull down Monarchy : 


* The Church & State he woulddivorce, 


The Holy Cauſe to Wed : 
And in time did hope 
To confound the Pope, 
To be himſelf the Head 


A Tap in's fide he bots, 
To broach all ſorts of 11], 
For which Seditious Store 
The Croud ador'd him till : 
He ſpit his Venom through the Town, 
With which the Saints poſleſt, 
Would Preach and Prate 
*Gainſt Church and State, 
While he perform'd the reſt. 


} 


6 
When any change of State 
Or Miſchief was at hand, 
GS 
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And Devil at -command : 


He forg'd a Plot, for vvhich the heads 


Of Fattion gave their Votes; 
Bur novv the Plot 
Is gone to Pot, 
What vvill become of Oates ? 


Under the fair ——_—_ 

Of Right, Religion, Law. 
Excluding the true Prince, 

The Church' wvould overthroyy: 


With ſach Religious Shams he bronghe 


The Rabble on his ſide; 
And, for his ſport, 
The Town and Court 
In Parties vvould divide. 
R 


. Novy, vyhat's become of all 


His {quinting Policy, 
Which v vrought your Dagon's Fall, 
From Juſtice forc'd to flie ? 
Old and Decrepid, full of pains, 
As he of Guilt vyas full : 
He fell to Fate, 
And novv (too late) 
He leaves us to condole. 


9 
Novv, learn ye Whigs in time, 
By his deſerved fall, 
To expiate his Crime, 
E*re Fate revenge you all ; 
For Rights, Religion, Liberty, 
Are but the ſham pretence 
To Anarchy, 
But Loyalty 
Obeys the Lay ful Prince. 


A Colleftion of Loyal Songs. 


He hada working Pate, 


Thi 
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The Bully. Whig ; or the poor Whores Lamentation for 
the Apprehending Sir Thomas Armſtrong. Tune, 
Ah, Cruel bloody Fate, &c. 


I 


A Hcruel bloody.Tom: / 
| What couldſt thou hope for more, 
# Then to receive the Doom 
Of all thy Crimes before ? 
{ For all thy bold Confpiracies 
Thy Head mult pay the ſcore; 
- Thy Cheats and Lies, ' 
Thy Box and Dice, 
Will ſerve thy turn no more. . 


2 
Ungrateful thankleſs Wretch! 
Hovv conldſt thou hope in vain” - 
(Without the reach of Kerch) 
Thy Treaſons to n:a'ntain ? 
For Murders long fince done.and paſt, 
Thou Pardons haſt had ſtore, 
And yet vvouldt {till 
Stab on, and kill, 
| As if thou hop'dit tor more. 
But Tom, ere he vyould ſtarve, 
More blood refoly'd te've ſpilt; 
Thy 3:ght did only ſerve 
To juſtine thy Suilt : 
While they vvkcſe harmleſs Tanocence 
Subinit to Chains ar home, ; 
Are 2ach diy freed, 
While Triytors bleed, 
And {fer in their room, 


When Wiz; a Plot Jig Vote, 
What I'-er from Juice fled? 

In the Phanatick Floc 

Torn Gurit nat ſhevy his Eead, .. 


PEI en Þ 


130 AC oleflion of Loyal Songs. 
Novv Sacred. Juſtice rules above, 
The Guiltleſs are ſer frce, 
_ And the Napper's napt, : 
And Clappes's cape, 
In his Conſpiracy. . 


Like Cain, thou hadQa mark 
Of Murder on thy Brovy ; 
Remote, andin the dark, 
Black Guilt did {11 purſue , 
Nor England, Holland, France, or Spain; 
The Traytor can defend , 
He vvill be found 
* InFetters bound, 
To pay for't in the end, 
6 
Tom might about the Tovvn 
Have Bully*d, Huff*d and Roar'd, 
By every Venus knovun, © 
Been for a Mars ador'd : 
By Frizndlv Pimping, and falſe Dice, 
— Thou mightſt have longer liv'd, | 
Hector'd and ſhamm'd, 
And ſvvore and gam'd, 
Hadiſt thcu no Plots contriv'd, 


Tom once vvas "LA -hoop, 
. Of all the Huffs in Tovvn ; 
But novv his Pride muſt ioop, 
His Courage is pull'd doyyn : 
So long his Spurs are grovvn, . poor Tb 
Can neither flye nor fight, 
Ah cruel Fate ! 
That at thjsrate 
The 'Squire ſhould foil the Knight. 
8 
Bur now no remedy, 
It being his juſt zevvard; 


In 


Like him unpi:y'd die. 
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In his ovvn trap you ſee, ISS 
The Tiger is enſnar'd ; 

So may all Traytors fare, till af 
Who for their Guilt did flie, 

With Bully Tom 

By timely Doom, 


The Wincheſter Wedd:ug; or Ralph of Redding, and 
Black Beſs of the Green, To a new Dance: or che - \ 


Kings ] gg. 


Se Ne ODA Hon p_y_—_— CO —_ 


E-- 
T Wincheſter was a Wedding, 
The like w:s never ſeen 
"I'wixt Iuſty Ralph of Redding, 
And bonny black Beſ5 of the Green : 
The Fidlcrs were Crouding before, 
Exch Lals was as fine asa Qicen, 
There was a hundred and more, 
For all the Countrey came :n : 
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Brisk Robin led Roſe ſo fair, 
She lookt like a Lilly o'th Vale, 


_ And Ruddy-fac'd Harry led Mary, 


And Regex led An Nell. 


Vith Tommy came finlting Katy, 
He helpt her over the Stile, 
And ſwore there was none ſo pretty, 
In forty and forty long mile: 
Kt gave a Green Gown to, Betty, 
And lent her his hand to riſe, 
But Jenny was jeer'd by Watty, 
For looking blew,under the eyes: ' 
Thus merrily chatting all, 


they paſs'd to the Bride-houſs along 


With 7oxny and pretty-fac'd Nanny, 
_ the faireſt of all the throng, 


3 


The. Bridegroom came out to meet 'em, 


afraid the Dinner was ſpoil'd, 
And uſher'd *em in to treat'em, 
_ with Bak'd, and Roaſled, and boy''d; 
The Lads were ſo frolick and jolly, 
for each had his Love by his ſide, 
But Milly was Melancholly, 
for he had a mind to the Bride, 
Then Philip begins her Health, 
and turns a Beer Glaſs on his thumb, 
But 7enkin was reckon'd for drinking, 
the belt in Chriftendom. 


And now they had Din'd, advancing 
into the midſt of the Hal, 

The Fidlers ſtruck up tor Dancing, 
and Jeremy led up the Brawl : 

Bur Margery kept a quater, 
a Liſs that was proud of her pe)f, 


*Canſe 4rthur had Noln her Garter, 


and ſwore he would tye it hinſelf: 


FY 


Pg 
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She ſtrugl'd and bluſhe, and frown'd, 
and ready with anger to cry, 

- *Cauſe 4rthur with tying her Garter, 

had ſlip'd his hand too high. - 


Nj 
And now for throwing the Stocking, 
the Bride away was led, , 


The Bridegroom got Drunk, and was knock 


for Candles to light *em to Bed ;- 
But Rob;n that found him filly, | 
moſt friendly took bim afde, 
The while that his Wife with 1/71, 
was playing at Hoopers-hide ; 
And row the warm Game begins, 
the Critical minuit was come, 
And Chatting, & Billing, and Kiſſing, 
went merrily round the Room. 


6 

Pert Stephen was kind to Betty, 

and blith as 2 Bird inthe Spring, 
And Tommy was ſo to Katy, 

and Wedded her with 2 Ruſþ Ring-: 
Sukey that Danc'd with the Cuſ{0n, 

an hour from tie room had been gone, 

And Barnaty knew by ber bluſhing, 

that ſcme other Dance had been done; 
And thus of fifty fair Maids, 

that came to_the Wedding with Men, 
Scarcefive of the fitty was left ye, 
that ſo did return again. 
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Anew Sodg, in Praiſe of the Loyal Company of Statio» 
ners, who ( «ter the general forfeit) for rheir ſingu- 
lar Loyalty, obtain'd the firſ® Charter of London, 


1684. To the Tuneof Wincheſter Wedding, 


6 

N London was ſuch a Quarter, 
| the like was never known, 
About the forfeited Chas t wr 

betwixt the Cour? and t he Town, 
The Maſters went crowding before, 

the Prentices i'th* Rear did fall, 
There were a thouſand and more 

atrended to lead up the Brawl : 
Kit Arm'd with a Fork and a Spade, 

and Bob with a Shovel and Fork, 
But Tender was for a Surrender, 

and now it began to work. 


2 
Quoth Will x. hart Ie the Chas t77 ? 
I'll ſooner loſe my Head: 
Quoth Bob Hog I'll dic a Martyr 
before that ſhall ever be ſaid : 
Quoth John you may ſhut up your Shopping, 
your Charter was all your Shield, 
For every Sea-man of Mapping, 
may be Freeman now of the Guzel7 ; 
Quotha Butcher, the beggerly Frenc, 
will out of our Mouths cat rhe Bread :* 
' But the Weaver he cock'd up his Beaver, 
and valiantly marci1'd at the Head. 


3 
But Stationers-H1# to 1.oyal, 
the Charter by which they meer, 
The gift of his Anceſtors Royal, 
did humbly lay at h's feet : 


Whoſe Suit h- fo far befriendeth, \ 
their Liberties know no bound), 
Their Charter her Whigs ecxtendeth, ls 


through Loudon, & full 4 mites roun 1, 


And 


A Collefiion of Loyal Songs. 
And now from the Bygot and Whig, 
(to diſtipguiſh the good men and true) 
The Table is purg'd, and Rabble 
with the Members excluded withdrew 


With limping Dick the Zealous, 
went doting Yea, and Nay, 

And ſquinting Fack ſo Jealous ; 
leſt Loyalty got the day... 

With theſe Zack Thumb was reckon'd, 
and hungry 4 of the wood ; 

And Frank the firſt and the ſecond, 
and George that will never be good. 

And thus they did trip it along, 
whilſt IiZiam led up the Bray], 

But John did ſtorm above any, 
to de rurn'd out - the Hall. 


Jack gave. his 45 hand to Harry, 

' who almoſt his place. had loſt, 

And ſyore if the day they carry, 
'the Loyal ſhou'd pay for the Roaſt, 

Byt Bob Hog who made 2 ternal: 
and found how the Jig wou'd go, 

Reſolv'd to change fides and be Loyal, 
Bat all the Diſſenters ſaid no ; 

Thus whilft to the Charter or Liw, 
they would no obedience yield, 

The glory was till, we Tory, 
Is Maſter of the Field. 


Kow to the i Honour, 
tne Charter is on Record , 
Great Chaorles\ the bountifal Doxor, 
their Franchiſes has reitor'd ; 
To whoſe everlaſting Glory, 
thy Honour will Aill redound ; 
That they are the firſt in Story, 
who Lendon;'s Charter did fourd ; 


J 
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Then tothe brave Founder a Health, 
who firft did our. freedom, create, 

A Bumper to Charles, to the Rumper, 

a Halter, and Robunz Hog's Fage. 


Ruſels Farewel. Tune, 0h, the bony Chriſt- 
Church-Bells. 7 


| I 
17], the mighty Innocen-e 
Of Rufſcl, Beaſords Son !-* 

That dy*d for the Plot, © 

Whether Guilry, or not, ' 
By his laſt (Equivocating) Speech ! | 

By the words of a dying Vin, 

There prcote't I know no 1' lot , 
*Gain{t the life of the King, or Government, 
Either by Action, or Intent. - Sh 


A'Colleftion of Loyal Songs. 
Fy, fy, fy, fy, fy, fy, my Lord, 
What are you about to do; 
To fink to Hell | 
By th' found of your Knell, 
Both Soul and Body too. 


2. 
Oh, the ſhallow memory 
Of this bleod-thirſty Lord ! 
T'deny and confeſs | 
And all to expreſs 
His guilty Iaſolence the more : 
I at Mr. Shepherds Houſe 
Did hear ſome bttlz ſlight diſcourſe, 
How eaſie *twas the Guards to ſejze ; 
Yet I am guiltleſs, if you pleaſe ; 
No, no, no, no, no, 10, niy Lord, 
Your Guilz's too plainly ſeen, 
And M--...-h too 
With Shafrsbary's Crew, 
To deſtroy both King and Queen. 
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| Next your Laedthip does proteſt, 
No man had ever yer | 
That Impudence 
Againſt his Prince, : 
To your Face to propoſe any foul Deſign ; 
Then you confeſs immediately | 
At the houſe of Politick Shaftsbury, 
You heard ſuch words 
Were fharp as Swords, | 
| Theworſt can be thought, or Engli/h affor ds , * 
Which rais'd your Righteous Spirit to 
Exclaim againſt their ſenſe ; 
Yet this you conceal d, 
And never reveal'd, 
All in your blind defence. 


Pd 


4 Popery 


RD TC ET 
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$7 0 
Popery (your Lordſhip ſays) 
Is blozdy and unjuſt : 
(What then) you defign'd 
with thoie you combin'd, 
Was Farce, ro jeft our Lives away ; 
| For when the Duke of Mon, came 
T*acquaint your Honour of his fear 
OF being undohe by the heat of ſome, 
Too violent for the Bloody Cauſe, 
Away you go to Shephera*s ſtrait, 
Where pernicious words were ſaid, 
In Paſhon all, Z 
With Judgement ſmall, 
But conſequence of Dread. 


From te time of * 2FIM Sheriffs, 
T did conclude the heat 
Would this produce, 
That's no excuſe, INS Rs as 
But jult confeſſion of the FaR. 
Preſently your Lordſhip ſays, 
For tarther confirmation till, 
You are not ſurpris*d to find it fall 
On your Honour, you deſery'd it all : 
Immediately you would proclaim 
Aloud your Innocence, | 
Why your Lordſhip's wad, 
In a Cauſeſo bad, 
To put the Shamepretence. 


: 3 ; 
Oh: ye True-Blew- Proteſtants, 
Whoſe times are yet to come, 
You ſee your Fate, 77 
Early or late; 
Follow you muſt, *ris all your Doom, 
.M--.---h, Armſtrong, Ferguſon, 
Grey, Goedenough the Under-Shrieve, 
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With all your 1gnoramus Crew, | 
That Juſtice hate, and Treaſon brew; | 
Scaffold, Tyburn, Halter, Ax, 
Thoſe Iuſtruments of Death, 
As *tis your due, ” 
May't you purſue, 
Till you re&gn your Breath. 


*s 


The Jealous Ladies Complaint. To an excellent 
New Tune. 


I 
Ell me no'more, 
There muſt be ſoniething in't, 

Think what you ſwore 

When firſt you did begin'r, 
That none but I | 

Cou'd e*re your heart ſuffice; 
And wy Eyes and my Thighs, 
How your mind it did ſurpriſe, 

But now you Bitch, you look ſo lean 
Nou damn'd confeunded. ſtinking Ruean, 
Are all the-words that can gain, 

For my great pain. ' 
: 2 
Can you forget | 

The Love you did delight in, _ 
And thoſe great Pleaſures, 

You'ug'd, to ſpend the night in ? 
When with ſweet Raptures 

So cloſe you did embrace 
And your Love us'd to move 

In another pretty place : 

But now you take away your head, 

And there you'll lie as tho' you'r dead, 
And all the Joys I had in Bed: ; 
Are gone and- fled. 
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De 
1 A new Aworous Sour, Tothe Tune of, The _ 
Chrift-Church- Bells. | Pr 
Fe how fair and ſine he mes A 
& Upo1 0 2x Rr1dos Bed, 
| No? Ut at the Court 
| oF So fit for Do Sport, | A 
| Oh ſhe 1-0k'd fo curiquſly white and red, 
After the fr% 3nd cond time H 
The weary Prideg_ {lacks his pace; 
But Oh ſhe cric:; come, come, my Joy 
And cling thy Cheek cloſe to my Face'y T 
Tinkle,tink [2,v0esthe Bell under theBed, 
Whillt time 2:1 touch they keep, -. | þ 
Then with a-Kiſs : 
Thzy end their Bliſs, 
And i fall faſt aſleep. / 
E 


The Norwich Loyal Litany, 


Efend us from all Popiſh Plors ? 
That ſo the People fray, | 

And cke alio from Tronchorons« Scots: 

As bad or worſe than they. 


' From Parliaments long Rumps 8 Tails, ; 
. From Houſe of : Commons. Furies,- :: 
| Defend 
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Defend us eke from Proteſtant Þlayls, 
And Ignoramus Furies. 


Protea us now, and evermore, 

From & white Sheet and Proffor, | a 
And from the Noble Peer brought o're 

The Salamanca Deffor. 


A Do#or with a Witneſs ſave, 
Both in his riſe and fall, 
His Exit is almoſt as obſcure, 

As his Original. 


DeGgns and Dangers far remove, 
From this diſtreſſed Nation, 

And damn the Trayterous Model of - 
Bold Toney's Aſſociation. h 


And may the Prick-ear'd Party that 
Have Coyn enough in Cupboard, 
Forbear to ſhiver an Eſtate, % 
And $Splinters mount for Hobart. 


— 


S050 


 Fromfixteen ſelf--onceited Peers, 
Protect our Sovereign ſtill, 
And from the damn'd Petitioners, | 
' For the Excluſive Bil, _ * | - 


IFRA'1 


1 Guard (Heaven) great F AMES and His E/Aje, 
*Gainſt Toxey upon Toney ; No 

. And from the Houſe of Common;, that 

Will give the King no Maney. &* 


From thoſe that did deſign & laugh, 
At Tangier in diſtreſs, + | 

And wcre Mahometans worſe hy half, 

Then all the Mars of Fez. 


BY 
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From ſuch as with Uſurping hand. 

Drive Princes fo extreams, 
Confound all their Devices, and 


Deliver Char!es and Fames. A: 
But may the beautious Touth come home, . U 
And do the thing that's fit, 
Or I muſt tell that 4bſ>/om n 


He has more Hair than Wir. 


May he be w.ſe, and ſoon expell, 
Th? Fox, th* old Fawning Elf, 

Thetime drawsnigh A4ch:tophel, 
Shan'r need to hang himſelf, 


IT 1 


This Jury I've Empanel'd here, 
Of honeſt Lines and true, 
Whom you Idoubt at Wefiminfer, 

Will find Ignoramus too. 


I) 1 


[A@n[ | 


A Couventicle Litany. 


Et Baxter teach Sedition, 
And ſelf-wilPd Saints Delude, 
Ler Bull his Whoring ſtill purſue, 
Yet cheat the Multitude. 


By's Zealous Leer, aud Canting Tons ; 
May Aſſociators Wives, | 

Be taughr to cheat their Husbands ſtil, 
With ſeeming honelt Lives, 


<= FTTy[1 


( 

- But 

That Cuckolds may ſo MumYcous be, / 

Among this Holy crew, W For 
As Oxon all the Land throughout, 

Nay, Horns upon 'eqi too, | Ti, 

That by their Beaſt-like marks they may, For 


To th* Loyal part be known, ' For 
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For MonſtrousTraytors *gainft the King, - 
His Government and Crown. 


And may at laſt this Zealous Tribe, - 
By their Sham Zealaus Wives, 

Unto the Gallows all be led, 
To end their Factious Lives. 


The PLOT Cram'd into Jones Placket. To the Tune of, 
Jones Placket is torn, Oc, 


EEE TEES == 


SS © Vp _ GONAGORTEY IST =. ES! > Sip 


Ave you not ny heard 
Of Lords ſent to the Towey, 


Who *gaini(t the Popiſh Plotters,. 
Seen,'d men of chiefeſt Power : 
But now they are got into the : lot, 
And all their Power's in vain, 
8 For t2e Plot is rent and torn, 
And con never be n.ended again, 
Tis rent and torn, and tern aud rent, 
And rent and torn in twain: 
For che Plot is rent and torn, og 
find will never be mended again. 
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3 
Fitz-Harris they ſuppos'd 
A fitting Inſtrument, 
The Duke, the Queen, the King, 
Himſelf to circumvent : 
But now he's hang'd and all his Gang 
Will follow the ſame ftrain, 
For the Plot is rent and torn,” 
nd will never be mended again. 


The Joyner he did mar . 
Ts Oxford to be Try'd, 

Where he did find aJury, 
Who were not Whiggity'd, 


| And for his Joyning in the Plot; 


. A Halter he did gain, 
For the Plot is rent ani torn, 


Ana will never be mended again, &c. 


: on 
They ſay that Mr. Dugaal:, 
. So honeſt and ſo true, 
Is one of the Kings Evidence, . 

Againſt this wicked Crew, 
And-now-they aim him to.defame, 

But all will be in vain, 
For the Plot is rent andl torn, 

And never will be mended again, &C. 


The Crafty Shaſtcbury, 
Was caught in his own Snare, 

He has hired many Rogues _ 
Themſelves for to for ſwear : 

Are now undone with He7herington, 


_ And all his hired Train, 


For the Plot is rent and torn, 
And willnever be mended again, KC. 
ee 
Thus Innocence we ſee 
| Begins for to appear, 


The 
But no 
And 


Braye 
(Wh 
or Lc 


The x 
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Since Rogues for want of Pardons, 
The truth are fain to ſwear : 

Had it been ſo, ſome years ago, 
We'd hit on the right vein, 

For the Plot 75 rent and torn, 

And will never be mended again, Wc. 


The pious Commons ; "on 
It was a Popiſh Plot, 
Which Factious Lords promote, 
*Twas death to think it nor ; 
Thas piouſly they all agree 
A Plot for to maintain, 
But now *tis rent and torn, 
And will never be mended azain, &e. 
" Wy 06 
Againſt the Lawful Heir, +. 
Full many a Bill chey paſs 
Upon the Royal Chair, 
Toplace a gaudy Aſs: - 
But they may ride to th” Devil aftride, 
With NaZ new Plots to feign, 
For the Plot is rent and torn, 
Andrwill never be mended again, &e. 


9 
When thepao's rail no more 
Of pious Lords and Peers, 
To ſet them as before 
Together by the Ears ; 
To Shrieves & Mayor they made this Prayer, 
They wou'd the Plot maintain, 
But now *tis rent and torn, 
And will never be mended agagn, &Cc. 
10 
Brave Rich and famoms North, 
(Whom FaQions did oppoſe) 
or Loyalty and worth, 
The noble Pe have choſe, 
H 


Whe 


Hs ARM ed ws 
ee am. 
n —— —— 
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Who hand in hand will faithful ſtand 


To Royal James's Reign, 


. For the Plot is rent and torn, 


And wil never be mended again. 


*7Tis rent and torn, and torn and rent, 


And-rent and torn in twain. 
Tor thePlot is rent and torn, 
Ana will never be mended pgain. 


The Proteſtant F]:yl : To the Tune of, Lacy's Maggt 
Or, the Hobby-Horſe. 


; ; 
Iſten a while, and P1l tell you a Tale 
Of a new Device of a Prozeſt ant Flayl ; 

trichs thump, thump, thump, a thump, 

Thump, a thump, thump. 
This Flayl it was made of the fineſt wood, 
Well lin'd with Lead, and notable good, 
For ſplitting of Brains, and ſhedding of blood 
Of all that withitoed, 

With a thump, thump, &Cc. 


= 
This Fl:y! was invented to thraſh the Brain, 
And leave behind nor the weight of a.grain, 
With a thump, thump, &c. 


At the handle end there hung a weight, | 
That carried with it an unzvoidable Fate, 
To take the Monarch a rap on the Pate, 
And govern the State, 

With a thump, thump, 


: 
It took its degree in Oxford Town, 
And with the Carpenter went down, 
With a thump, thump, &c, 
If any durſt his might oppoſe, 
He had you cloſe, in ſpight of your Noſe, 
To carry on clever the Good Old Cauſe, 
And down with the Laws, 
With a thump, thump, CC. 


With this they chrearned to fore-ſtall. 

The Church, and give the Biſhops a maw], 
With a thump, thump, &C. 

If King and Lords will not ſubmit 

Tothe Foyner's will while the Houſe did fit, 

If this in the right place did hit, _ 

The cauſe it would ſplit, 
With 8 thump, thump, &C. 


Two handfuls of Death, p94 a Thong hung faſt, 
By 2 Zealot who hang'd himſelf at laſt, 
With a thump, thump, &c. | 
With a moving head both ſtiff and ſtout, 
Found by the Proteſtant Joyner out, 
| Tohaveatthe King & the Laws t'other bout 
And turn them both our, 
With a thump, thump, &c. 
; 6 
Invincibly *twould deal his blows, 
Allto maintain the Good Old Cauſe, 
With a thump, thump, &c. 
Wou'd Liberty and Freedom bring 
To every thing except the King, 


H2 
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Art Monarchy it had a fling, 
. And took its {wing, 


' This Flayl was made of the newelt Faſhion, 
To heal the Breaches of the Nation, 
With a thump, thump, &c. 
Tf FaQtion any difference bred, 
*Twou'd ſplit the Cauſe in the Head, 
"Till Monarchy recPd, and Loyalty bleZ2, 
And were both knock'd in the Head, 
With a thump, thump, &c. 
When any ſtrife was in the State, 
The Flayl wou'd end the whole debate, 
Witn a thump, thump,. &c. 
*Gainft Arbitrary Power of State, 


+ And Popery which the Zealots hate, W 


Ir wou'd give them ſuch x rap on the Pate, 
They muſt yield to their Fate, 
With athump, thump, &C. 


| 9 
It had a thouſand virtues more, 
And had a Salve forevery ſore, 
With a thump, thump, &c. 
With this they thought rohave maintain'd 
The Royal Tribe, and Royaliſts brain'd : 


But the Joyner was hang'd, and the Flay{was A:caign'd, 


And the Conqueſt regain'd, 

With a thump, thump, 

10 

May Tony and all our Enemies, - 

ect With no better Fate than his, 
With athump, thun.p, &C. | 

May Charles ſtill live to rule the State, 

And York (whom all Difſe:tcrs hate) 
To be reveng'd upon their Pate, 
By timely Fate, | 

With a thump, thump, thumf, 4 thunf, 
Thump, a thump, thump. 


£ Te 
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Ztereral Sale of Rebellious Houſhold-ſtuff. Tune, Old 


Symon the King. 
FE ESTS IST EERT FTE 


ext 
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= 
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oJ 
Y Ebellion hath broken up Houſe, 
And hath lefe me old Lumber to fell z 
ome hither aud take your choice ; 
I'll promiſe to uſe you well. 
Will you buy the old Speaker's Chair, 
Which was warm and eaſfie to-fit in, 
nd often-times has bcen made clean, 
Wien as it was fouler than fitting ? 
ays old Symen the King, 
Says ola Symon the King, 
V3:h his thread-bare Cloaths, and his mamſy Noſe and 
Sing rey ding, ding, a hes ding. 


1] you buy any DS flitches ? 
They'r the fatteſt that ever was ſpent ; - 
[hey*r the fides of the o!d Committees, 
4 Fed vp with th' Long Parliament. SD 
| H 3 | Here's : 
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Here's a pair of Bellows and Tongs, 
And for a ſmall matter P11 fell *em ; 
- They'r made of the Presbyters Lungs, 

To blow up the Coals of Rebellion, 
Says old Symon the King, &c. 


3 
I had thought to have given them once 
To ſome Black-Smith for his Forge ; 
Bur, now I have confider'd on't, - 
They'r Conſecrated to-the Church; 
For Pll give them tro ſome Choir, 
To make the Orgax5 to rore 
And the little Pipes ſqueak higher 
Than ever they did before, 
$ays old Symon the King, &C. 


Here's 2 couple of Stools for Sale, 
The one is ſquare, & t'other is round ; 
Betwixt them both; the Tail 
Of the RUMP fell unto the ground ; 
Will you buy the States Council-Table, 
Which was made of the good Wain-Sco7 : 
The Frame was a tottering Babel, 
To uphold rhe Independant Plot ? 
Say; old Symon the King, &Cc. 


Here's the Beeſom of 7 LJORY 

Which ſhould have made clean the Floor ; 
Yer it ſwept the Wealth out of th' Nation, 

- And left us Dirt good ſtore, | 
Will you buy the Srates Spinning-wheel, 
Which fpun for the Ropers Trade ? 

Far better ithad Rood ſtil', 
For now it has ſpun a fair Thread, 
Says old Symon King, &c. 
6. 

lere's 2 very good Glyiter-pipe, 

Which was made of a Butchers Sump z 


And oft times ir hath been us'd, 
To cure the Colds of the RUMP. 
Here's a Lump of Pilgrim; Salve, 
Which ence wasa Juſtice of Peace. - 
Who Noll and the Dew did ſerve; . 
But now it is come to this, 
 Szys old Symon the King, &Cc. 


| 7 
Here's a Roll of States: Tobacco, . 

If any good fellow will take it: 
It's neither Yi7ginia nor Sranſh, 


But I'll tell you how-rhey do make it : 


"Tis Coudn.:nt mixt with Engagement, 
With an 4bjuration Oath ; 
And many of them thar did take it, 
Complain it is foul in the mouth, 
Tzu old Symon the Kinz, QC. 
$ 
Yet the Aſhes may happily ſerve 
To cure the Scab of the Nation, 
When they have an Itch to ſerve 
A Rebellion by Innovation. - 
ALamhorn here is to be bought, 
The i1ke was ſcarce e re begotten ; 
For many a Plot 'thas found ont, 
Before they eyer were tkovght on, 
Says old Symon the King, &c, 


Pl 9, 
Will you buy the Rump's great Saddle: 


Whi.h once did earry the Nation f _ 


And here's the Bitt and the Bridle, 
And Curb of Diſfmulation.. 
Here's the Breeches of the RUMP, 
Wirh a fair diſſembling Cloak, 
And a Presbyterian Jump, 
With an Independant Smock, 
S2ys old. Symon the King, &c. 


& Colleflion of Loyal | Songs, 


IFF: ; 


Here's 
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Here's Oliver's Brewing-Veſlels, 
And here's his Dray and his Slings, 
Here's Hewſon's Aull and his Briſtles, 
With divers other odd things. 
And what doth the Price belong 
To all theſe matters before ye ? 
T1t ſell all for an old Soxg, 
And ſo 1 do end my Story, 
Says old Symon the King, 
Says old Symon the King, 
I:th his thread-bare Cloaths, and hi; mamſey Noje, 
Sing-hey ding, aing, @ ding, ding. 


The New-Market SONG. To the -Tyne of, Old Syme: 
the King, 


1, 
7 THe Golden Age is come, 
I the Winter Storms are gone, 
The Flowers do ſpread and Bloom, 
And (inile ro ſee the Sun, 
VWho daily guilds ea:h Grove, 
and calms the Arr and Scas, 
ame Nature ſecms in Love, 
and all the World's at caſe : 
Yon Rogue go Saddle Ball, 
Pil to New-Market ſcour, 
You never mind when I call, 
] ſhou'd have been there this hour; 
For there is all ſporting and Game, 
without any Plotting of State. 
From higs and another ſuch Sham, 
deliver us, deliver us, Oh Fate! 
Let's be to each other a Prey, 
to be cheated be ev'ry ones Lot ; 
Or chous'd any fort of a way, 
but by another Damn'd Plot. 


Let 
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Let Cullies that loſe at the Race, : 
go venture at Hazard and win.; 
- And he thar is bubbl'd at Dzce, 
recover't at Cocking again : 
Lect Jades that are founder'd be bought, 
let Jockeys play Crimp to make ſport; .. 
For faith it was ſtrange, methought, . 
to ſee a Tinker beat the Corrt. 
2 
Each corner of the Town 
rings with perpetual noife, 
The Oyfer-bawli 7g Clown 
Jjoyns with hot Pudding-pres ; 
Ani both in Conſort keep, 
, to vend their ſtinking ware, 
The drowzy God. of ſleep SO 1» 
hath no Dominion there. 
He 7 boys! the Jockeys roar, 
it the Mare and the Gelding run, 
PIl ol4 you five Guineys to four 
he beats her and gives half a ſtons- + 
God d--1:e, quoth Bully, *t7s done, 
04 elſe I'm a Son, of a Whores 
And fain wou'd I meet with "the man 
would offer it would offer it once more. -. 
See, ſeethe damn'd Fate of rhe Town! * 
2 Fop that was ſtarving of late, 
And ſcarcely cou'd borrowa Crown,” ' 
puts in to run for the Plate, 
Another makes choufing 2 Trade, 
and dreams of his Projects to com2, 
And many a Crimp match has made, 
by ' bribing another mans Groom. 
The Toms: men are Whigg:/Þ,G. rot em, 
their hearts are but Loyal by fits; - *' Ll 
For, ſhou'd you ſearch t6 the bottors, 
they are as naſty as their Streets. . 


Hs. ; 


————— << 
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But now all hearts beware, 
ſee, ſee on yonder Downs ! 
Beauty now tryumphs there, . 
and at this diſtance wounds : 
In the Amazonion Wars 
thus all rhe F:irgins ſhone, 
And like the glittering Stars, 
paid Homage to the Moon. 
Love proves a Tyrant now, 
and there doth proudly dwell ; 
For each ſtubborn heart muſt bow, > 
he has found a new way to kill : 
Forne'r was invented before 
Such Charms of additional Grace ; 
Nor has Divine Beauty ſuch Power | 
in ev'Ty, in ev'ry fair Face. 
Ods but, cries my Countrey-man John, 
was ever the like before ſeen ? 
Fy Hats and by Feathers they've on, 
Tſe took *em en all for men : 


Embroider*d, and fine as the Ti 


\ 


their Horſes and Trappings of Gold; 
Such a fight I ſhall ne'r ſee aguin, 

if I liveto 8 hundred years old. 
This, this is the Countreys diſcourſe, 

all wondring at this rarefight ; 
Then Roger go Saddle my Horſe, 

for I will be there ton'ght. 


The Whigs laid open. Tune, Old Symon. the King: 


I 
k T Ow the Plotter; and Plots are confounded, 
N And all their Deſigns are made known, 
Which ſmelt ſo ſtrong of the Rouna-head 
And Treaſon of Forty One. % 


. And all the Pjous Intentions - 


. For Preperty, Liberty, Laws, 
Are found to be only Inventions, 
To-bring in their Good old Canſe. - 
. And all the Pions, &c. 


: 2 
By:their delicate Bi of Exclufoor: 
So hotly purſu d by the Rabble; 
They hop'd to have made ſuch confuſion, . 
As never was ſeenat old Babel, © 
Then Shaft sbury*s brave City Boys, 
And M's Country Relations, 
Were ready to ſecond the Noiſe, 
And ſend it throghout 3:Natioas. . 
Then Shaftsbury's &c. 


No more of . the fifth of November, 
"That dangerous deſperate Plor , . 
But ever with horrour remember 
Old Toney, - Armſtrong, and Scot. + 
For Tony will ne*r be forgotten, - 
Nor Ferguſon's popular Rules , 
Nor Moz.. or Grey when they'r rotten,-. . 
For Popula rPolitick Fools. . 
For Tony ſhroud, &c. . 


a: 
The Murder of Father and King, -. | 
And extinguiſhing all the right Line, - 

Was 2 Good and a Godly thing, 
And worthy the Whigs delign : | \ 
The Hanging of Prelate, and Peer, -. 
And putting the Guards to the Sword, ”, 
And fleying and ſlaſhing Lord Mayors, . 
Was todo the Work of the Lord. 
| The Hanging of, &c. ..- 


= = 
But I hope they will have their deſert, : , 
And tbe Gallows will have.its dues. , 
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And Fack Ketch will be more expert, 


And in tire be as Rich as a Few, , Wy 
Whilit now in the Tavern we Sing, ' | An' 
All Joy to Grear 7ork and his Right,  Fhi 
A Glorious long Reign to our: King; And 
And when they've occaſion we'll fight , 
HB bilſt now in the Tavern, &c, . - 
6 - 
The name of a Whig and a Tory, s Th: 
No more ſhall diſquict the Nation h *Ga 
We'll tight for the Church & her Glory, : The 
And pray for this Reformation. Wh 
That ev ry FaQious Profeſſor, * 1 
. Andev*ry Zealous Pretender : = 
May humble 'em, tothe Succeſſor 
Of Charles, our Nations Defender. Wh 
That every Factions, &Cc. Thi 
by | Th: 
Loyalty Tryumphant, on the Confirmation of My. North But 
and My. Rich, Sheriffs of London and Middleſex, F 
Tune, Joy to the Bridegroom, A 
| st] 
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111 up the Bowl and ſet it round, . In f 
F Theday is won, the Sherzjjs crown'd; The 
2; ne Rabble flice, the Tumulrs yield ; ny W 
And Loyalty maiains the Field ; : Ar 


Saint Gcorge {or England, t en amain, 
To Royal 7.m5theOcean crain.” | [a oivs Ame 
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With Juſtice may it ever flow, 

An4 in an endleſs Circle go ; 

. The brim with conqu'ring Bays be crown'd, 
And Faction in the Dregs lie drown'd : 

Then to the Queen and Royal James, 

Sacrifice your flowing Thames. 


3 : 
Thanks to Sir Fohn, our good Lord Mayor, 
'Gainſt Sheriffs tricks he kept the Chair ; 
The Court and City's Rights maintains, 
While. head-ſtrong Faction broke the Reins : 
Then to the Famous Sir. Feþn Moor, - 
May after-age that name adore, 


What 'Zeal (ye Y7higs) to oo old Cauſe, 
Thus makes you a& againlt the Laws; 
That none for Sheriff muſt contend, . 
But your old 12noramus Friend ? 
But now, your hopes are all deftroy'd, 
Ang your two Champions laid afide, 


Is th's your love to Church and State, 
That no good man muſt ſerve of late, 
Wh:le you can find one Fadtious Rogue, 
To {way the Po/Z, and get the Yegue ; 
By unjuſt means your Rights you claim, 
And lawleſs force maintain the ſame. 


6 
But brave Sir John, whileth'forms increaſe; 
His wiſdom made the Tummdts ceaſe , 
In ſpight of all Il'egal.Poll, 
The Routs and Ryors did controll; : 
Whence he ſhall ga a laſting name, 
' And after-age R:eord his Fame. 


Amongſt the men of < bicfilt worth, _ 
The Vo e 15 given for Loyal North, 


IF7 
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In ſpight of Pk. and Sh---, 
Papillion, and the Rabble Rout : | 
Then to brave Northa double Doze, 

Who the ſtrong Fa#:0n; did oppole. . 

8 

Now Box withdraw, Dxbozs contends, 
And Noble Rich the Stage aſcends ; | 
By Legal (*gainſt Illegal) Vore, 
The Loyal Tribune they promate : © 

Then to brave Rich a help of hand, - 

Who the loud Tumults did withſtand. 


- D 
For Ropes and Gibbets the next year, 
The Whigs (we hope) need not deſpair; 


' It Rich find Timber, (give them ſcope) 


Brave North will never grudge them Rope: 
Then, to.conclude, we'll crown the Bow], - 
With a Health to the &. & each. Loyal Soul. 


A new-years Gift to the Templers, on that Eminent | 
Lawyer Sir Edmond Saunders, his being choſen Lord 
Chief-7Fuſtice of England.Tune, Joy to the Bridegoomr .; . | 


> 
Ld Tony'sfled, from Juſtice gone, 
And all his ſhamming Plozs aredone; 
The Plague is ceas'd and gone away, 
Then let us make a Holy-day. 
Hud to Great James our Gracious King 
In joyful conſorts let us ſing. _ ; 


| 2 
To Amſterdam the Traytor's fled, - 
To fave his falſe defigning Head : - - 
Thither the holy Brethren crodd, - 
A Murrin ſcatter all the Brood. + 
That to Great James our Gratious King - 
#n joyful conforts we may ſing. . 


| Ec 
At Hague they keeptheir Randezvou, ._ 
Like Crows this Carrion they purſue,  . Walks 


Waller and Willmore, all the crew 
With S:arkey, Smith, the chaſe purſue. 


Whilſt to Great James our Gracious King, 


We in a joyſul conſort ſing. 


| 4+ 
But now the eff is gone aſtray, 
The harmleſs Sheep may ſport and play ; 
When Traytors dare not ſhey their face, 
Then honeſt men ſhall come in place. 
Who to great James our Gracious King © 
Will in a joyful conſort ſing. 


$ 

While Tony with his Plots are fled, 
And never more to ſhew their head ; . 
Renowned Sauxder's to their grief, _ 
Is made of England Juſtice-Chief. 

That Lawyers May vejoyce and ſing - 

In joyful conſorts to their King. 

-.6 


To Temple this, and Templers Fame, 
Shall purchaſe an immortal name; 


That Sovercign Juſtice Right and Law, _ 
Shou'd from thoſe Chrifat Fount arns flow. 


Let Templers then rejoyce and ſing 
In joyfulconforts to their King. 


| 7 | 
Brave Saunder's Lord Chief-Jaftice nam'd, 


For Law and Juſtice ſo much Fam'd : 
To th* Subje& his due Rights will give, 
To th' King his juſt Prerogative. 
Then to great James pur Grakitus King 
In joyful conſorto let us ing, 


8. 
No more ſhall Shrieves Wh/z-Furies blind, 


And Loyalifts ſhall Juftice find ; 
Nor [gnoramus Law prevail, 
A curſe o'th* Nation to entail. 
Bux to great James our Gracious King 


, ai frall in joyful conſort ſang. 


A Colleftion of Loyal Song 
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With me let all the cn; rejoyce, 
That he has made this happy choiee : | By 
That Juſtice 'through the Land may flow, | 
And all find Juſtice with their. Law. 
While to great James our Gracious King jo 
We may in a joyful _— t ſing. 


H 
Leng live our moſt orb Gold happy Jame: f 
Of future Age the happy Thames; A 
To fit upon the Britiſh Throne, | 
When Tozy and his Tribe are gone. P 
Then to great James our Gracious King 
In Joyful conſort; let us fing.. 
A 
A new Song, to the Tuye, Ye Iongon Lals be mery. T 
l 
| 2 A 
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\ E Ou rl Lads be: nw, Sg _ a 
. For Perkin that State Buffoor, | | 


Deipis'd by Whig and Torys . 
For being fo taukea Loon, 
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To ſham the Court and the Town, 

And muckle did ſwcar and vow, | 
But like Prance he has chang'd his tone, 


And the Dee/ gang with him I trow.. 


His Party had taught him his Leſſon, 
And low he did ſue for Grace; 

He whin*d out a doleful Confeſſion, 
How great a Traytor he was. 

And begg'd his Pardon might paſs Y 
For he was a Penetent now ; N 

But hebid the Court kiſs / his + iſe, | 
' And the Dee/s gang d ith him I trow, 


3. 
And once more he's got above Hazches, 
And means to ſet up for a Kune, 
The Politicks of his Scoth Dutcheſs 
This matter about did bring' : 
Uds wounds ſhe longs to be Rucen,. 
If Perkin and ſhe knew how : 
Aad yet in a Hempen- firing 
They may gang to the Deet 1 trow. 


And this !aft mark of his Treaſon, 
Is muckle exceeding the reſt; 
To au Lads of Senſe and of Reaſon, 
'T has gain'd him many a Curſe *: 
He might have be been then at the worſt 
Drawn in for a Cully of ſhew, 
But now ?ris paſt all diſtruſt, - 
Thar the Deel's gang'd with them I trow. 


$. 

Now Heaven bleſs _ the ſecond, 
And-grant him of Brutus's mind : 
And then his nene Sox will be reckon'd 
Among the Trapterons kind, | 
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And equal Juſtice will find, | 


By God, and St Andvew f crow, A 
Were he o'my Daddy's nene kind, 
He ſhould gang to the Deel I trow. A 
A new Song made on the Parliaments ren:ownry from 
London to Oxford. Tane, Ye Lendd1t Lady be mery, 1 
—Þ 
F London Lads be merry, = 
Your Parliament Friends are- gene, 
Fat made us au ſo ſorry, 1 
And wou'd not, let us alene, 
But peacht us ev*'y ene, - | 


Both Papi#t and Proteſtant too ; 
Burt to Oxford they are gene, 
And the Deel es with em I trow, 


Our geudRingChioikes Heaven bleſs him, 
Protector of Albany's Right ; 

Receiv'd from the Houſs fike a Leſſon, 
*Thad like to have ſer us at Strife : 

But Charles he ſwore by his life, . 
He'd have ne mere fike 2a doo, 

And he packt them off by this light, 
_ And the Deel's gang'd with them I trow, 


There's E/zx and Jonny the Cully, | 


Were mickle too blame I dreed, 
. With Sharfsbury that States Bully, 
And au the FaGtious Breed : 
And wital Grey gud deed, 
VVho Pimps when his VVife does moy, 
And holds the door for a need, 
But the Deel will reward him I trow. 


Fool Thin and halE-witred M----. th, 
VVith Lamawce, and Slabbering K-o7, 
VVith gogling Fly-catching. B------ 
hat ne*re knew yet what he meant, And 
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And St----rd follows the Scent 

VVith Politick Armſtrong and How, 
And they all a Petitioning went, _.. 

And the Dee/'s gang'd with them I trow, 


Ne 
Then Heaven proted great Albany, 
_ Cuide him from Piffol and Gun, | 
And all the Plots of Anthony, 
That old malicious Baboon, 
Though ſham'd on the Pope of Rome, 
As Dugadale and Oates do avow, 
But in time they?®l hang the fauſe£00n, 
And the Deel hang with them I trow. 


The Compleat Citizen, or the Man of Faſhion. Tunes 
Would you be a Man of Faſhion. 


Ou'd you be 4Man of Faſhion, 

Wou'd you lead a life Divine ? 
HWon'd you be a Man of Faſhion, = | 
Wou'd you lead a life Divine? Take * 


| Wou'd you have at your Devotion, 


I64 
Take a little Dram of Paſſion, 

In a luſty Borl of Wine. 
If the N ympth have no Com21aTion, 

Vain it isto ſigh and Groan ; . 
Love was but put in for Faſhion, 
Wine will do the work alone. : 

2 


Gown Fop Whzgs that love to prate ? 


- Wou'd you have, &Cc. 


Gown Fop, Cc. 
Take a Dram of Tony's Notion, 
In a Coffee-diſh of State: 
If the Poyſon will not warm you, 3 
Take ye Tea, "twill do. the thing ; 
There are Sates-men can inform you, 
How to Rule without a _ | 


Wou'd you then be chdugt: moſt vich, © 4 + 


_ Wou'd you bea man of yarts? . 

Wou'd you be, &c. 6 
 Wou'd you, &c: ' © 

Aid the FaQious of the City, $1 8 
*Till you'r hang'd for. your Deferts:: 

If your Virtue's not rewarded, 


_ . For the glorious thing you aim'd; Ts | 
And another Saint Recorded, : 


Care and Curtis both be dam'd. 


4 

Wou'd you have a new Religion, 
Founded on a Plot of State ? 

Wou'd you have, &c. © 
Founded,-&c. ; 

Whiſper but with Pronce's: Pidgeon, 

» Ina Dungeon through a Grate : 

If your Soul finds noImpreſſion, 
MurderW Godfrey's will appear ; 
Tho there needs no more Confeſſion, 
| Kiſs the Book, and all is clear, 
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Won'd you havea true Narration,' 
How the City firſt was fir'd ; 
VFou d you, &C. 

How, &Cc. 

Let the Monuments relation, 
Prove the Man, and thoſe they hir'd. 

If the Phenex was conſumed, 

As they ſay by Popiſh Priggs; 

All her Pride was re-afſumed 

By the /2znoramus Whigs. 
6 

Wou'd you have another Charter, - 
You that ſhould be men of ſenſe ? 

Vou'd you, & 

Tu _ 2 

Talk no more of Magna Chart, 
But relie upon your Prince : 

If you can repent ſincerely, 

Ceſar has a God-like mind ; 

Purge our FaCtiouſneſs ſeverely, 
Ceſar will be always kind. 


A new way to play en old Gawe. Tune, Wow'd you be 


a Man of Faſhion 
L 
hve you not heard of Forty one Sir, 
When the Cauſe did thrive amain, 
10ny's Tap did freely run Sir; 
' Tap did freely run Sir, 
And cenfronted Charles his Wain ? 
When the Commons thought it reaſon, 
And a meritorious thing, 
'To uſe Viliany and Treaſon, n a 


And made Cyarles a OY: us King; . | 


Fave y-u heardof Ez cheg Tl. ree Sir, 
waen a Teeper Plut was lay'd, 
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166 
When the Raſcals did agree Sir ? 
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Raſcals did agree Sir, 
To play ore the ſame again? 
When they a& a Reformation, 
Nought their fury would ſuffice; 
But they needs muſt purge the Nation, 
By a Royal Sacrifice, 


Have you ſeen th-ſe Morly Martyrs, 
That did ſiifler for the Cauſe, . 
Swinging in their Tyburn-Gqrters, 
| In their Tyburn-Garters, 
To attone their Sacred Laws ? 
If the Blunderbuſs ſhou'd miſs Sir, 
And.ſhou'd fail to kill the King, 


' There are other means would tut Sir, 


And perf.rm the Glorious thing. 


To his Name a Stats's 7 0 Sir, 
Higher than the Monument, - 
Whothis mighty deed ſhall do Sir, 
Mighty deed ſhall do Sir, 
So good, ſo great, ſo excellent. 


Future Ages ſhall him Crown Sir, 


And ſhall bleſs the happy hyur, 


, And Religion ſhall fall down Sir, 


And adore her Saviour. 


$ 
Thus the boaſting Bygors Canted, | 
(Big with hopes of Commonweal)} , 
Thus the Prieftly Villain Ranted, 
Prieftly Villain Ranted, 
In a Drunken fir .f Zeal. 
But their Plots were all in vain Sir, 
And their haughty raſh Carcer, 
Signs and Wonders mgke it plain Sir, 
Kings are Heaven's peculiar carc. 
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The Poor Spaniſh Souldier®s Complaine. Tune, Wau'd 
you be a Man of Faſhion. 


WU 
WW! you be a Reformads, 
Will you iead a Helliſh life > 

Take a ruity 1d Mandadoe, | 

In a flewing B wl of Grief; 
If the French-men will not kill you, © 

Want of Bread w'll :top your breath, 
This is th2 Weapen I muit cell you, 

That gives the Span; Souldier dealth, 


2 
If in defending ſomeold Caſtle, 
You do drop a Leg or Wing, 
For you arefree frum fighting Battle, 
Or any ſuch inhumane thing; * 
Your P/aca Muerte then put in for, 
And whiltt you live you are in pain, 
N.t for loſing of your Member, 
Burt to hear your Guts complain. 


3 

Your Cloak Sezgnor to be in Faſhion, 
Muſt be Reverently. bare, : 

Leaſt ſome Louſe mighr in his paſſion, 
Tear thy fleſh and h de himthere : 

A patch againſt each month you ſerve, 
You mult lay on moit decently, 

Which will the hanger-on preſerve, 
And prove the wearers Loyalty. 


Let the old Caſtill;an Mervo, 
In ery action be your guide, 

I mean that Scripture poco & poco, 

Elſe you are not Santtify'd. 
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Then to appear Hom: bre Honradb, 
'Let y-;ur Whiskers greet-your Eye, 

With that the brave 5e/270r Soldags, 
Doth the approachers pm 


A deep Snuff-Box you Ri mult manage, 
For to ſhew your Gravety, 
Which tho empty, yet the carriage, 
Argues grand Nobility; 
Let your Shoes be well Tranſlated, 
Leaſt your naked toes appear, 
Your Elbows too, or elſe you'r hated, 
Muſt a brace of Patches year. 
6 
If old Gran doth continue, - 
He will ſhew the ready Ways 
How his Majeſty may feed you, 
With three luſty Lairds a day ; 
That fam if you do miſs no Muſter; 
Will bz paid you punctually, 
Nay after death to our great wonder, 
You'll not loſe the Legazy. 


Þ 
A Pox on this Ref rmation, 


' . APlague take the Helliſh Crew, 
__ That prepat'd it for our Nation, 


Or that did the Potion brew ; 
May that hand that writ the Orders, 
Be cut off with Infamy ; - 
And may the tongue that _ it for us, 
Be blaſted for its Blaſphemy. | 
8 
But fince we find that Refarmado's 
Are ſo ſadly here abus'd, 
Let's go home todig Potato's 
. Where we ſhall be kindly us'd; 
No gaping for Liberances, 
Will there trouble our repoſe, | 


-F 


© 
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-We'll ſpend our time in country-Dances, 
And ſtudy how t6& wear new Cloaths, 


There well hang: up our ir Toledoes, 
If King James has no need, 
For to imploy the Ruſty Diagee, 
. If hedoes, it is decreed, 
- That all his Enemies ſhall periſh, 
And on their Graves we'll drink amam, 
"That God His Majeſty may cheriſh, 
And {end bim long and happy Reign, 


A Prophetital Catch. To-the Tune of, The merry 
Chriſt-Church-Bells. 


AERIE 


E)* the Plot Diſcovercrs! 

 _ Oatec; Bedive, D DGnt 2, Pramce, 
"ey {wear fo wonlrows dceng 
© Youndy deep, | 
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That the Plot ſounds horridly, horridly, . 
Hark ! the DoFor firſt comes in, 
Makes Oath at 7, 8,9, or 10, 

No matter how ,nor where, nor when, 

Which the Pl9zfrers nothing think, nor dream. 
Jingle jangle, jingle jangle, goes the Mobile, 
With a diſcontented tone ; 

But the Dee/ a man, in this trepan, 

Can call kis life his own. 


2 

Oh, the Pl:# Diſcoverers ! 

Oates, Bedloe, Dugdale, Prance, 

They are ſuch Perjur'd Rogues, 

That none but Scroggs HON 
Can feague them cunningly, cunningly. - 

Oh ! the damn'd invented Plor, 

Which ſome believe, but more do nor, 
Since late our Laws Have found ſuch Flaws - 
In thoſe. who did this miſchief Cauſe, 

Two more of late, crept into the cheat ; 

One with a Sham-Plot found, 

The other chous'd with frightleſs hopes 
To receive a hun Ired Pound. | 


3 
Oh, theſe Beagles ! how they run 
With loud and mighty cry, 
They Judges wholly flight, | 
And do Peers affright, © I 
They hunt ſo bloodily, bloodily 
The Hunters wind their Horns and ſhout, 
At which runs in the Rabble Rout, 
With Pikes, and Staves, all ſtaring about, 
To find this plaguy old Pyſs out : > 
Yebble yabble, yeblle yabble hunt the little cry, 
When the damn'd old Dogs had done, 


But the Curs were loſt, for they miſt it at firſt, 


Whilſt 'the old Hounds counter-run. 


1ASFY 
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Oh, 
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Oh, theſe Raſcals:how A fp bang! d 
Like Curs. about the Town ! 25 N 
Prance was foundly.kick'd, | 
. And the DoFor.nickrt 
By the DoFor cruellv, crully ; 


' Duzdale full of Pox and not, oo 


No longer can maintain his P/oz ; 
And Dangerfeldis'quite forgot, 
And Robins bur a filly Sor ; 
Pexloe, they ſay, t'other day, at a Play, 
Vas for his Inſolence bang d ; 
- But rhe Plot will never b2 forgot, 
Till all theſe Rogues are hang'd, 


4 Rallad. The third part. written by 
a Lady of Reality. Tune Packingtons-Pound. 


_ — —_ 
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The Plot is vaniſh d like too beſt-ful Sprite, 
Which with falſe flaſhes, Fools could ouly fright. 
The Wiſe, (whoſe clear er Souls can penetrate,) 
Finds ſhadows drawn before Intrigues of State. 
God bleſs our King, the Church, and Nation too, 
anal Perjur'd Villains have what is their due. 
I z 


The 
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| He Pre:byter has been fo aQive of late, | 
To twiſt himſelf. into the-Myfteries of State, 
Giving birthtoa Plorto amule the dark World, 
-*Till iato confuſion three Kingdoms arc .hurl'd ; 
It is ſo long ſince, 4 
He murd:r\d his Prince, 
That the .unwary Rabble he hopes to convince 
With Jingling words that bears little ſence, "46 
Deluding them with Rezigious pretence. 


-2, 

Th ir. Scribling Poet is ſuch a dull-Sor, 
To blame the poor Devil for hatching the Plot , 
The murder. o'th* King , with many things more, 
He falſly would put on the Jeſuits Score ; 

-When all that have Eyes 

Be they fooliſh, or wiſe, 

May ſe the ſly Presþyter through his diſguiſe ; 
Their Bretbren in Scoz{and have made ir well known, 
By murd'ring their Biſhop, what fins are their own, 


3 

The Poet, whoſe ſences are ſomewhat de-ay'd, 
Takes Joan for a Jeſuit in Maſqurade ; 
His Muſe ran fo faſt, ſhe ne*r look'd behind her, 
Or elſe to a Woman ſhe would have prov'd kinder. 

His Fury: ſo hot. | 

To hunt out the Plot, 

Thar fain he would find it where it is not ; 
Although I've expos'd it to all that are wiſe, 
He hath itifled his Reaſon, and blinded his eyes. | 


4 
An old Ignis fatrus, who leadsmen aſtray, 
And leaves them i'th' Ditch,'but ftill keeps his way, 
In politick head are framed this Plor, 
From whence it deſcended from Presbyter-Scor : 

_ Whe quickly took Fire, | 
And as ſoon did expire, 

Having grave fattious Fools their Zeal to admire; 


Who 


ay bw  w oo. 
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Who for the ſame cauſe would freely fly our, | 
But Plotting's more ſafer to bring it abou. - 


Heres one for Religion is ready to fight, | | 
Thar-believes not his Chriſt, yer ſwears he's i'th? right } 
If our Engliſh Church (as he ſays) be a Whore, 
We're ſure *rwas Fack Presby'er did her deflow?r ; 
He'd fain pull her down, 
As well as the Crown, 
And proſtitute her to every dull Clown ; 
To bring in Religion thar's fit for the Rabble, 
Whilſt £therfrm ſerves himſelf that's more able. 


| 6 

A Peſtilent Peer of a levelling Spirit ; 

Who only the Sins of his Sire doth inherit ; 
With an unſteady mind, Chimerical brain, 


- Which his broken Fortune doth weekly ſuſtain, 


He Loag'd in the City- 
Like Alderman brave , 
Being fed up with FaQtion, to which: he's a SIRve ; 
He never durft fight, but once for his Whore, 
Which his feeble courage attempted no mores 


| Fs | 
Another with Preacbing and Praying wore out, 
Inſpir'd by th* Covenant, is grown very ſtout 
Th' Old Cauſe to revive it is his defign, 
Tho the Fabrick of Monarchy he did. undermine : 

* He tortur*d his Pate, | 

Both early and late, | : 
Prh* Tower, where this miſchief he hop'd:to create z 

But to Countrey dwelling he now doth retire, 
To Preach to Domeſticks whilſt they do admire. 


| 8* 
Another, with head both empty -and light, 
For the Good Old Cauſe is willing to fight; . 
Ith* choiſe of fit Members for th? next Parliament, 
He-{pit out his Zeal to the Rabbles content ; 


7B | Whilſt 
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Whilſt his Wife in great State, 
Choſe a Duke for his Mate, 

For whoſe ſake a Combuſtion he needs wouldreate : 


. Forfince his Indulgence allows her a Friend, 


He'd make him as great as his wiſh can extend. 


| 9 
There's one, whoſe fierce courage is {fal'n to decay, | 


(At Geneva inſpir'd,) he's much led away; 
He would ſet up a Cypher inſtead of a King 
From Presbyter. Zeal ſuch folly doth ſpri ig. 
. He once did betray, 
. Awhole Town in a dy ; 
And fince did at Sea fly tairly away : 
He had better ſpin cut the reſt of his Thread, 
In making Pot- Guns, which defturb not his Head. 
r0.. 
Some ockiinl of Fortunes: bark diſperſt and low, 
With big lwelling Titles does make agreatſhey ; 
A fcxible Prince they would willingly have, 
Thar ro Presbyter Subjedts ſhould be a meer Slave ; 
. They'd ſet him on's Throne, ; 
To tumble him down, £0 
They ſcorn to ſubmir to Scepter and Crown 
And into cenfuſton, or Commonwealt h turn, 
APeople thit haſten ſoto be'undone, | | 
eel "Ef 
If ſuch buiſy heads that would us confound, : 
Were all advanc*d high, or plac'd under ground ; 
We'll honour our King, and live at oureaſe, 
And make the dull Presbyter do what wep caſe: 
- Who has cheated our Eyes, k 
With borrow'd diſguiſe, F 
"Till of all our Reaſon they'd taken Exciſe : 
But let's from their Slavery ſtrive to be foe! + 
Andno Pec'le can e're be ſo happy as we. 


— 
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Oates's Lamentation. Tune, Packingtons Pound. 


£ : T, 
EC all you good People that were at the Fair, 

\nd your Ears to a Dity moſt mournful prepare; 
For alack, and alas, who now will delight us, 
With the feats & Allegiance of William and Titus: 

© © When once it is told, 
How 4rnalli the bold, 

| Who Commandes the Fleet ar thirteen years old. 
Wastruck-down, & ſo ftunn'd, he drew not his Sword, 
And yet could remember each paultry poor word. 


2 

He rails at the Pope, and cails him a hare, 
If his Mother were a'ive, he could call her nv more ; 
He burns Goa's Mother, and his Saints does deface, 
Whilft Ol:ver's Picture Hig Pariour does grace ; 

But if Admiral 70/7, 

Half the mercy had ſhewn, 
On the Throats of po.r Pie/?s that he had of his own. 
Jack Lewis hadliv'd to feed him once more, 
Nor had Troz been damn'*d, nor his worſhip forſwore. - 


=D 
He wh.pt an o:d woman until ſhe was dead, 
Then whipt her alive, even ſo it is ſaid ; 
He ſays he did help to bring in the King, 
Thy his worſhip in Cage call'd Priſon, did _ 
Burt that is no news, 
For all the world knows 
That Bedloe who was in the Marſhalſea cloſe. 
Nay, fed from the Basket, was tripping o're Seas, 
And carrying of Letters to Father Lecheas. 


From Morgan and Arnold, Toms Patrick and Price, 
From Cuckola'om, Perjury, Stea ling, and Lies ; 

From Robert, and Per/loyn, Oates, Tomkins & Hughes, 
From follx "noiſe; 1 oredom, Extortion, ill News. 

I 4 From 
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From men without wig, 
Who above us do fit, | : 
Tho they merit to lie in the bottomleſs Pit. 
From ſawcy Petitioners Lord bleſs us all, 
Who would both vur King, & His Kingdom enthraw}. 


Tae Honour of Great York. and Albany. To anew Tune 


I 
g is He Commons now are at a ftand, 
And evermore I hope ſhall be ; 


For Scotland will be help at hand, 
For Great James Duke of Albany,: 
For Scotland, . +. 


A bravyer Nation. ho can't have, - 

For Love, for Truth, for Loyalty ; 

Ea h man will fight into his Grave, 

For Great James Duke of Aloany. 
Each man, CC. 


| | . 
A Souldier ſtout is Pe, and brave, 


As ever any man did ſce, 
God bleſs the King, and Nucen, and ſave- 
Our Great James Dake of Albazy. 

God bleſ., &C. | 


4 
He very wiſe and pious 1s, : NO 
Th:re's no man kuows the contrary; en 
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' "Tis better for to fight than drink, 


Bur with my Cup, moſt moderately, - 


A Coltefiion of Loyal Song). 
Then damn'd be him that thinks amiſs, 


Of Great James Duke of Albany. - 
Then damn'd, &c. - 


A 
All Loyal SubjeAts Him _—_ love, * 
The Heir Apparent, till is He, 
Next to the King, there's none above 
Out Great Fames Duke of Albany. 

Next to the King, &c. 

6 

Thenlet our Reaſon our il] will ſway, 
Andevery man upon his Knee, 
I donot mean to drink, but pray * 
For Great James Duke of Albany. 

I do not mean, &c. 


; | - 
There's riStnan is ſo mad to think, - 
That drinking can availing be,” 


For Great James Duke of Albany. 
"Tis better, &c, 


--— 


Yet do not think I'll bawk His Health,” ; 


PH drink, 1'll fight, andſpend my Wealth, * 
For Great James Duke of Albany. 
Pl, drink, PII fight, and ſpend, &c: 


Loyalty reſpetFeZ, and Faction confounded.” To #1 Ex-' 
cellent new Tune: 


""M | 
Et theCannons roar from Sea to Shoar,. -- 
oj And Trump. ts ſound tryumphantly, - 
We'll fare in wealth while we drink a Health - 
To the high born Prince of dlbany... 


1s: 
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Of Albany, of Albany, 


= the high born Prince of A'bany : 
- Wl] fare in wealth, while we drink. a health 


" the high born Prince of Albany. 


He's the Son of tl W omb, 
Tiicugh His Nativity be Thames ; 
He's of the Glorious Martyr ſprung, 


' And.bears. the name of good King James, 


: of Albany , Oc. 


Our Princes and our 9 Op all 

Do'not our Loyalty diſgrace : 

Nor to enormity at all, . 

Nor. Baſtardize the Royal Race. 
Of Albamy, &c. 


Let Hagar and her birth be gone, 
Her Bottle on her ſhoulder be; 
For Sarah ſaid unto her Son, - 
He.ſhall not bean Heir with thee. 
An Heir with thee, an Heir with thee, -. 
He ſhall not be aw Heir with thee ; 
For Sarah ſaid unto her Son, 
He * ſhall not be an Heir with thee. 


Put all theſe fancies quite _ 

And preſs down the Egyptian Pride : 

Before he wants a Seigniory, - 

We'll place him King on Yarrow (ide : 
On Yarrow ſide, on Yarrow þ 1e, 


Well place him King on Yarrow fo zde, 


Before he. wants a Seigniory, 
We'll place him King on ay 4 zae, - 


I know not why he ſhould be King, - 
Unleſs for. Muſtering ef the Whigs: 
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No wonder, though they a& the thing, | 
He ſpar'd them well at Bothwel Brizs. 
On Yarrow ſide, 


So nably he did a& bis pare 

By ſparing theſe Rebellizus Clowns : 

That he came down and let a Fart, 

And ſo marcht back with his Dragoons. 

With his Nragoons, with his Dragoons, 

Ani ſomarcht back with his-Dragoons, 
That he came aown and let a Fart, 

And ſo marcht back with his Dragoons. 


The Loyal Health, a Court Song, to a delicatenew Tune. 


I, 
Ince Plotting's a Trade, like the reft of the Nation; 
Let em lie and ſwear on to keep up the Vocation; 
- Let Tinikers and Weaver, and Joyriers agree, 2 
To find work for the Cooper, they*i have none of me: - 
Let Politick Shams in the'States-men abound, . | 
While we quaff off ourBumpers,and ſet thcGlais round: - 
The 
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Tke>jolly true Toper's the beſt Subje& till, 

Who drinks off his Liquor, & thinks:no more 1II. 
'2 


Tlen let us ſtand to't, and like honeſt men fa), - 
V\ ho love King and Country, Duke, Dutcheſs & a!!; 
N:..t ſuch as wou'd blow up the Nation-by ftealth, 
And outof the flame raiſe a new Commonwealth: 
Not ſuch who againſt Church & the Biſhops do rage, 
To advance old Jack Presbyter on the new Stage. 
Bur to all honeſt TorFes who?! fight for their King, 
And.to.crown the brave work, with the Court we'll be- 
5 O11 
Here's 'a Heahh to the King, and his Lawful = 
To honeſt Tantivies, and Loyal Addrefſors ; 
But 2 Pox take all thoſe, that prow oted Petitions 
To Poyfon the Nation, arid ſtir up Sedtions;, 
Here's a Health to the Queen, & her Lidies of Honour, 
And 2 Pox take all thoſe, that put ſham-Plor5upon her. 
Here's z Health'to- the Duke, & the Senate vf Scorland, 
And toall honeſt men,that from B hops ne're got Land, 
by 4 | 
Fete*s a Health to PEſiraxge, & the boon Heraclitns. 
Ani true Tory Thompſon, whornever did ſIght us, 
And forgetting Broom, Paulin,and AldermanÞWhr:ig2tus, 
With Tony and Bethel, Iznoramus and Titus ; 
cre*s a health tortheChurch,and allthoſe that are for it,. 
Confuſion to Zealots and Whigs that abhor ir. © 
May it ever be ſafe, from the new mode Refsners : 
And may Juſtice be done upon Coopers aud Jeyners. 


Here's a health to vid Hall. wherour Joys did reſtore ; 
Knd a Pex take each popular Son of a whore ; 
Teo the Spaniard & Dave, the brave Ruſſian & Moor, 
Whp.come from far Nations, our King to adore : -.. 
To all that doworſhip the God of. the Vine, 
And eo old jolly Bowman, who-draws us good Wine: 
And as forall T:ayior5 whether Papiſt or Whig, . 
May they alltrotto Tyburn to dance the-0'd fig. -. 
6 Here's - 


Ly 


__ 18x 
J [Laws, 
Here's 2 health | to all thoſe, wet love the King and His 
And- may they ne'r pledge it that broach'd theOlaCauſe, 
Here's a health to the States, '& a plague on the Pack 
Ot Commonwealth Canters and Presbyter Fack ; 
To the uppertmoſt'-pendant that ever did play - 
On the higheſt» top-gallant o'rh' Sovereign o'th' Sea : 
\ And he that demes tothe Standard to lore, 
May -heink inthe Ocean, and never drink more: 
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: The Loyal Wiſh. Tv ot _ of the Loyal Health. 


Ay all be benighted ani ſeeday, 
M Put horror and darkneſs ſtill cover their way ; 
| Whole hearts are not open, and wiſhes enfeign'd, 
Their Loyalty ſtreng, and affeQion unſtain'd : 
To Ceſar of England the terrour of Prance, 
Whoſe Arms extended, may lead ſuch a Dance, 
That Monſteur may not for the future be reckon'd, 
Where mention is made of King James the ſecond. 


2: 
May ſhowers of afftictions and anguiſherdrown,- \ 
All ſuch as repine at his Riſe to the Crown ; 
His BirtE--right from Heaven immediate and free, 
From the check of all Mortals and their policy, - 
May ſuch as defign'd His Exclufion by Law, - 
Whom nothing cou'd pleaſe, or nothing cou'd awe; . 
Like Builders of Babel rewarded be even 
With ſhame and - for warring with Heaven. 


May all ho-prop-Trayeces avoiding the edge 
Of Juſtice, be taken anddrawnon a Sledge , 
"Tis they and adherents occafion'd a rent 
In the conſtitution of our Government ; 
May ſuch as wou'd head them, (except Squire Catch,) 
To Plute's Apartments have ſpeedy diſpatch, 
To learn from torments perpetua), to be | 
Adborers of injuringtrue Mcnarchy. May. 
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Mav gracious Queen Mary produce us young Princes, 
To ſtifle the hopes of all Baitard preten. es; 
May the Hanſen Kelder in her Royal Womb, 
Ne're prove abortive, but bloſom and b! OOIr ; 
"Till midwiv*d. by Nature in ſeaſon, ic hens, 
Grow up to Maturity, ſtrengthen, andarrive 
At the ſame inſtant it's uſher'd to Town, 


May all thar are > Loyal, Gil 'Gach perſevere, 
And make thir proteſſion in actions appear , 
May ſuch in Allegiance that ſtagger like Cain, 
Be v ifibly branded with indeleble Stain : © 
Thar all may peruſe in their fronts, what they hide 
In their hearts; that none in "Is Harpies confide ; ; 
Put no:i-me Tanger e like them eichew, 
For fear of Infetion from ſuch Helliſh Crey. 


May all the Sword-Officers and the-Long Robe, - 
Each in his Station ſerve .as a Probe; .:.; _ » - 
To ſearch how affected all and to the King, 
By dint-of the:r power the froward to bring 3 : 
That Homage which Nature hath bound them unto, 
W:th hearts and with hands to their Sovereign to do; 
If ſuch obligations/are:{flender ro bind, 


Reſcind all ſuch Rebels as Foes to Ma alk, 


The greatP rince of TY & right Heir to the Crows. 
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- And toils on the Frer, Sir, he wiſely pulls forth 
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The. 'Wine- . Coopers Delight. To the Tune of, The De- 
lights of the Bottle, 
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He Delights of the Bottle are turn'd out of dores, - 
'E By Factious Fanatical Sons of damn*d Whores. 
French Wines Prohibition, meant no other thing, 

But to poyſon the Subject, and begger the King. 
Good Nature's ſuggeſted with Dregs like to choak her, 
Of fulfom ftum'd Wine by 5h; curſed Wine- Gaager iy 


Our olaguy Wine-Cooper has tamper'd {6 much, 
To find out the ſubtilty of the falſe Duzch: | 
Ne tinQures prickt, Whjte-wine, that never was.goad, 
Tillit mantles, and {| parkles, & looks like Bulls blood; 
But when it declin*s,-and'jts Spirits expire, 

Je adds more Ingredients, _ makes 1 it laok apes £ 

. His old, rotten Pipes —_ bla all. bis w2lh;- 
For fear they ſhould bark, Six, bs Hoops them Rau At 
When the Sophiſtication.be beginsfor to froth, . 


A 
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A Tap, which gives vent to the grounds'of theCauſe, 
And then is to vamp up a ſecond Red Noſe: 


q 
Then this dingy Wine-Cooper ſtops it up again, © - 
And keeps it unvented till "ris all on a fAame, 
The Inteligencesthen were invented to ſheyw, : 
Where Winz of ſtrange virtues in plenty did flow ; © 
People from all parts of the Nation did come, 
Both Lords, Knights, & Gentlemen, Boffor & Bum _ 


$ IIS. 
"The Cooper then pulls the Tap out of his fide, 
Arid drinks to the Elders of. all the good 7Tyibe. 
But when they had gufl'd about all the Boyls, 
They found a ſtrange Freedom it gave to their Soul; +. 
Of {ccrets in Nature,that never were known; 
It gave Inſpiration from Beggar to Throne. 


6 
For the Cooper himſelf full BrimmersYid-dray,” 
And all the whole Garg were oblig'd to do fo. | 
Amongſt theſe Cabalsthere was noſuch thing, 
Aza Health ouce propos'd to the Dube or the King, 
But drankto that Idol of Hepes in their Powers, 
And Sons of moſt infamous Hackney old Whores. 


| To ITCH 
Then the Rable had notice from Smith and from Ben, 


What a Heavenly Liquor was ſent amongſt Men; - 
Both Tinkers and Coblers, the Broom-men and Sweep, - 
Before this Wine Cooper in Flocks they did meet. 
And each under-foor ſtampt his old greazy Boner, ' 
Todrink M's Health, Boys, wbate'r come cn it; 
{ 8, gg 

The Cooper-perreiving his Trade to approach,” 
He then was reſolv'd-once more to debauch.--- 
To encourage the Rable, and ſhew himſelf ſtout, 
He pull'd out the Sp7go7 amongft the whole Rour, 
Which kindneſs provok'd 'em to ſwearthey would bring 
Such a Trade to his houſe as would make him a King. : 
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A Hat or a Bottle was ſtill at the Tap, 
But Zealcts ſometimes laid rheir mouths to-the Far.” 
They charg'd' their brisk Bumpers ſo many times round, - 
Till part of 'the Mobile ſprawi'd on the ground : , 
But when this damn'd Liquor was got in their Pates; 
They fell to Bumbaſting, diſord'ring of. Sates. 


- | 
They began'ts cant Dangers by formal Sedition, - 
And ſwear Lawful Allegiance *gainſt Lawfyl Succeſſicn.- 
When theſe propofitions began to take fre, | | 
They ſcrew'd their Preſumptions a hole or two higher ; 
Bur fill they keep under Hngh Peters's Cloak, - | 
To bring in the Devil and drive out the Pope. 
LE 27 

But then they beganfor to pick at the Crown, - 
Each thinking that he deſerv'd one of: his own. - 
Then all the Kings Guards they thought fit to IndiQ, - 
Swear Treaſon 'gainſt all that maintain'd the Kiugs Right 
Both Papiſts and Proteffantsno matter whetheyg. 
They are not of our Party,.let's hang *em together, 


> 
Next the chief of our Game isto keep the King poor, 

And our Senators mult the Militia fecme, 

The Navy and Cinque-Ports we'll havein our hands, 

And then we'll make the Kingdom obey our commands, 

Then if Cha» les do withſtanfl us, we need not to fight, 

To make Eighty One to out-do Forty Erght. 


Ig | 
What ever objeQions great Loyal: bring,” 
Old Jdam liv'd happy without'e're a King, 
Then why may not we, that are much. wiſer than he, 
Subdue the whole World, Sir, by our Sev*reiguty ? 
If one man alone can keep three Nations under, 
Then why may not we, that are Kings without number? 


14 
Right, ſaid the Cooper, and ſhak'd his old Noddle, 
Three K;n:gdo0ms We'll toſs like a Child ina Cradle: ; 
/ | Still 
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S:ick cloſe to this Liquor which I do prepare, 

*Twill make ye as ſplendid as Noll in his Chair. 
We'll kindle old Plots, by contriving of new, 
Till none ſhall be ſafe but the Cooper and you. A 


$) 

O brave Boys: O brave Boys | the Rable did roar, 
Tantzvies and Tories ſhall HeQtor no more : h 
By Us they*r out-aGed, to Us they ſhall bend, 

Whilſt we to our Dignities freely aſcend; 
Then they weredead-drunkastheDevil on 'd make *cm, 
And fell faſt aſleep as ten Drums could not wake 'em. 


Ny wy wa; 1 


+ Is ; . 
\ In the Piſs and the Spew,the poor Cooper did paddle, 
To ſtop up his Tap, but the Knave was not able; 
For his Limbs like 2 Torfo;ſe did ſhrivie and crnnls, 
Down drops the Wine- Cooper with the other Beaſts. 
And there the whole Litter as yet doth abide, 
At the Sign of-the But, with theTap in his fide. 


Monarchy Tryumphant, or the fatal fall of Rebels. 
Tune, The King enjoys his own again. 


W/ Higs are now ſuch precious things, 


We ſee there's not one to be TY 
roar, Ged bleſs and ſave the King 


EF) 
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And the Healh goes brislk all day ronnd ; 
To the Souldier Capin hand 
The ſneaking Raſcals ſtand, 

And won'd put in for honeſt men ; 
But the King He well knows 
His Friends ſrom His Foes, 

And now He enjoys His own again. 


— 
From this Plots firſt taking the Air, 
Like Lightning all the Whigs have run ; 
Nay, they*ve left tkeir topping Square, 
To march off with oureldeſt Son : 
- They've left rheir 'States and Wives, 
To fave their precious lives, 
Yet who can blame their flying ? when 
*Twas plain to *em all, 
The great and the ſmall, 
That the King wou'd have Nis own again, 


oh 
Once,the King was charecdhiurs, 
They all well knew their Heads were His" 
And by help of ſuch hike Scouts 
The Great Ones have yet eſcap'd His Phy. 
His ſtern and Kingly look. 
There's few of them can brook, 
Once fairly try'd, they know that then 
The Hemp or ſharp Steel, 
They mult all expect to fool, 
Since the King enjoys His own again. 
4 -& 
This may chance a warning be, 
(Put e're the Saints will warning take) 
To leave off hatching Villainy, 
Since they? ve ſeen theirBrethren at the Stake, 
And more muſt} mounted be, 
(Which God grant we may ſee) 


133 - 
Sinee Juries now-are honell men ; 
And the King lets '*em ſwing 


With a hey ding, ding 2, ding, ding, - 
Great James enjoys His own again. - 


Since they Voted, that His Guards - 
His Nuiſance was, which now they find ; 
Since they ſtand betwixt the King, 
Agdthe Treaſon that ſuch Dog; dehgn' d: 
"Tis they will you maul, 
Though it coſt *em a fall, - 
In ſpight of your moſt mighty Men ? 
For now they are allarm'd,- 
And all Loyaliſts well arm'd, 
Since _ King enjoys _ own again. 


To the King fome — round, | 

Let's drink my Lads, while-life doth laſt, 

He that ar the Core's not ſound, 

Shall'be kick'd out without a taſt : 

Since we're caſe-harden'd honeſt men, - 
Which makes their Crew mad, 
But us Loyal hearts full glad, 

That the King enjoys his own again. 
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The Loyal Scor ; an excellent map Sorg, to 4 new 
Scotch .Tune. * 
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| © of Gued ! Ithink the Nation's mad, 
And nene but Knaves 2nd perjur'd Loons do rule 
[the Roaſt , 
And for an honeſt Karl ne living's to be had, 
| Why ſure the Deel is Lauded onthe Engli/h Coaft, 
Iha' ne'r been here fin? Foxty Three, 
And now thro'Scotland gang, to'l fee our gracious King; 
Pur wounds a Gued ! inftead ot mirth and mery=-giee, 
Lind aud fniv*ling Presbytcr is coming in. 2:For 
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For.they talk of horrid PopiſÞ Plot, & Heav'n knows what, 
When au the wiſer world knows, well what they'd be at; 
For which fike like ſeeming SanCtit,”, the geaudeit King, 
They did to Death and Rujne bring. | 

When on the Civil-broils they firſt did enter in, © + 
As well ye ken/with Popery they did begin'; 

And: with Liberty and Publick Geud was ickte din, * 
When the Deel a bit they meant the thing. 


That Machine of PROED-, Policy, 

I'ſe mean old Shaftsbury for Loyalty ſo fam'd, 

The voice of all the Geudly Rabble Mobzle, _.. 

The faufeſt Loon that ever Envy deſtin'd Damn'l. 

Heav'n ſure never meant ſo fou a thing, 

But to inform the World where Villainy did dwell 
And fike a Traytor veath to Commonwealth and King, 


.The muckle Deel did ſure never hatch in Hell. 


Far: l:ke Roman Cataline, ER his pious ends, 

He Pimps for au the looſe Rebellious Fops in Toon : 
And with Treats & Treaſon caily crams his C/ry Friends, 
From the Lizk-man-to the Scarlct Goon. 

And with high Debauchery they carry on the Cauſe, 
And Geudly Refirmation was the Sha i pretence : 

And Religiouſly defie Divine and Humane Laws, 

With obedience to their Rightful Prince. 


| 5 

Then, as Speaker tothis Grand Cabal, 

Old Envy Tory, ſeated at the head o'th' Board, 
His Learn'd Oration far Rebellion makes to all, 
Applauded and approv'd by ev*ry Factious Lord, 
Cully JEMMY then they Vote for King, 

Vhom Curſe confound for being ike a Calclels Loon, 
Canthey whodid heir lawful Lord unto theScaffold bring 
Be juſt to gs that hasno Title to the Cr oon ? » 


. » But they find he's a Blockhead fitted for their uſe, 


4 Collefiion of Loyal Songs. : 19 I 
: | 


A Fool by Nature, and a Knave by Cuſtom grown, 

A Gay Fop- Mon-rch, that the Rabble may abuſe "I 
And their bus*nels done, will ſoon Un-Throne. 

And Femmy ſwears and vows, gan he can get the Croox, 
He by the Laws of Forty. Ene will guided be : 

And profane Lawn-Slzeves &Surplices again muſt doon, 
Then hey for aud: FRESBYTERT, 


B----a-2 2 etider ani wonld be thought, 

And reaſon geud that he ſhonld bear that rev'rend name, 
Since he was ene of chem that firſt bzgan the P/oz, 

- How he the King might banter, & 3 Kingdoms ſham. 
B.it the Male Contents, his Noble Grace ; 

To this Rehearſal did invite to hear and ſee : 

But, whilſthe wittily contriv?d-it but a Farce, 

The bufier Noddles turned into Tragedy. _ 


And now each AFor does begin toplay his part, 

And ſo well he conz his Geer, and takes his Cue, ' 
Till they learn to play the Rebel ſo by rote of heart, 
That the fiftitious Story ſeems as true. 

And now, without controll, they apprehend & hang, 
And with the Nation au is Goſpel vhat they ſwear: 
Then, bonny Fockey, prithe2 back to'l Sci? {and gang, 
For a Loyal Lad's in danger here. 
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The Hiſtory ff Wh' ggiſm, from their r:ſe, to their late ing 
herria and unparralle?d Conſpiracy. To rhe-Tune of $ 
When the ſtormy winds do bluy. | 2 
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XA, F Ou Calviniſts of England, | "ns 
+ & Who ſurfeit with yo ir eaſe, | _, _ 
| And ſtrive to make us Whigland, y yy 
To breed a foul Diſeaſe : | Þ ba 
Hearken you painted Sainrs, By Nw 
For we will let yon know, _ 
Oh, the cares and the fears TIO 
That by you Whigs de grow ! "NP 
| : < - To m 
| The firſt of your pretenſions  BVith or 
- When that you did begin, Agair 
Were glos'd with good intentions, h ! fall 
But falſe at heart within: Such 1 
 Nofaith in y-n was ever found : The great 
That trath we plainly know, " Thar 6 
Ob, the cares azd the fears - : 
.. That by you Whigs do zrow. he Wh; 


43. Queen To us. 


| — 
'Queen Ezabeth ſhe pid deſcry, 
| + And ſoon found what you were; 
She made fir Laws againſt you 
By Parliament appear ; 
Which late you'd have repealed, 
But juſt Charles roo well did know, 
All the cares and the feprs | 
hat by you. Whigs do' grow. 


4 
Such Lscyſ?s in the Nation . 

King James could never love, 
Wherefore herhovght diſcretion 
Teadviſe his Son r*diſprove 
Of all your falſe pretended Zeal ; 

\ For wiſely he did : know 
All the cares and the fears 
That by you Whigs dv grow,: 


When of Kings and Prinves "2 
Did give your hearts deſire, 
Yet you were not contented, 
Toth' Crown you did aſpire : 
You ſaid, you'd make Him Great, 
Indeed you'did do ſo; oa 
But Oh, the cares and the fears 
Attends ſuch Winds that blow \ 
« & 
On the Mitre you did trample _ 
To make your ſelves more high, 
With greater force to give the ſtroke 
Againſt his Majeſty : Es 
\h/ falfe and rrayteraus Tekelites, 
Such ways do let us know 
The great cares and the fears 
That by you Whigs do grow. 


EE 7 
he hig he then ſtood rampant, 
To us he gave his Laws; 
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You then laid open what you were, 
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So ſharp we felt his Clays : 


And ſmartly made us know, 
Oh, the cares and the fear; 
That by you Whigs do grow ! 


8. 
The bleſſed Martyrs Royal Son, 
Whom Heav'n guarded ſure, 
And made us happy by's return, 
Him you could not endure : 
Againſt His Life you did conſpire, 
And mighty James alſo ;. 
Oh, thecares and the fears 
* That by you "I do grow ! 


Peace, Plenty, and all that's 200d, 
Though His Condu@t we have ; 
Ungratetul Souls ! to ſeek his bload 
| Whoſceks us for to ſave; | | 
And by your late Rebellious ways 
Again to make us know, 
Oh, the cares and the fears | 
That by you Whigs do grow! 
10 
With furious 'Zeal you do enflame, 
And cauſeour Countrey to burn: 
You work confuſion, but the blame 
On Innocents you turn : 
Your holy Maſque is dropping off, Y 
God grant it may do ſo, * 
fnd ſtop the cares and the fears 
That by you Whigs do grow. 


= 

May Colledge, Rouſe, 8& Hone, their Fate 
On Traytors all attend: 

What though it ſeems a little late 

Yet ſtill we knoy yourend. 
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Juſt Vengeance does not ſleep, 
Thovgh you do think it ſo , 

' Tos I have ſhares of the car 25 | | 

Tpat by you Whigs do grow. | | | 

12 | 'l 

Longlive great James our pious King, '1 

. Who cares when we do ſleep, 8 | 

To keep us ſafeunder His Wing || | 

From Ravenous Wolves His Sheep, | d | 

He us preſerves from Bears Clutches, 

The Lyons Jaws alſo, 
And a fry all c:res and all fears i | 
2+ by 104 Whigs de grow. —_— 


The Loy: al Feaſt. To the Tine of, Sawny w:{ll never be 
. my” Love again. 
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| Y | 
ONY was ſmall, but of Noble, Race, 
& i And was belov'd of ev'ry. one ; h | 
1e broach'd his Tap, and it ran apace, nd - Il 
Ju To make a Solemn Treat = all the Town. _ x = 
\- : = | 
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He ſent to Toman, Knight, and Lord, 
The bly Tribe to entertain 

With all the Nation cou'd aff1rd : 
But Tony will never be himſelf again. 


2 
He ſent to the Shambles fir all their Store. 
And left behind neither Fow/nor Beaſt ; 


The Spzggot run ſwift, & fain would do more 


To make all the Lords a noble Feaſt ; 
He ſent ty Market, ſent to Fair, bo 
His Loyal Gueſts to entertain, 

But of the Banquet he had no ſhare, 

And Tony will, &C. 


% 


- At two great Halls "A PE. Town, 
Deſign'd to meet -a Zealous Crey, . 

Of Lords and Knightsof high Renown, 
And all were ProteFantsTrue Blew, 

They threw in Guineys free as Braſs, 
The Noble Frolick to maintain, 

But onigreatCharles the ſham wou'd not paſs, 
And Tony will, '&c; - 


With Duty to their Lawful Prince, 

A Loyal Subje& ev'ry one; 

To pray for him is the prerence, 

And they to rail & Plot againſt the Crows, 
From Chufh they did intend to th* Hal, 
\ Their Noble Gueſts to entertain ; 

2-But they were routed Horſe and all 
And Tony well, &c. 


In favoyr of the King i Duke, 
The Senior. of the Throne, 

His Highneſs they Exclude, and took 
A Fop. Pretender of their own ; 

The meek Guide Moſes they withſtand, 
A Goidcn Caf to entertain ; 


\ 


Put 


Al 


UE 
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But Royai Charles diſpers'd the Band. 
And Tony will, &c. | 
Fe 


' The bloody Paprifs ſhall no more 


Contrive ag1init His Life and Reign ; 
Tho 'twas themſelves did the fear before, 
And are as ready to do't again. 
Thus they Exclude the Rightful Heir, 
The Gaudy Fop t> entertain, 
But they were met by the good Lord Mayor, 
And Tony will, &c, i 
W:th thanks and Pray*'re for our good King, 
They vow'd to: Sacrifice the day, 
But Royal Charles he ſmoal*d out the thing, 
And ſent the Rabble with a Pox away, 
He ſent His Sammons to the Cz?, 
Seditious Meetings to reſtrain, 
The Feaſt was broke, and the Gueſts were beſh--, 
And Tony will, &c. 
* | 2g 
And now the Capons flye about, 
With Fig aczes of 4mbergreece, 
And Chickens ready dreſt, they ſhout 
About the ſtreet for Pence apiece : 
The Whigs did wiſh the-Counſel choak'd, 
Who did this Noble Feaſt reſtrain; | 
All down in the Mouth thus to be bauk'd, 
Por Tony will never be himſelf again. 


\ 


The Sodomite, or the Veniſon Doctor, with his brace of 
Alcermen-Stags. Tune Sauny ſhall never be my Love. 


Declaring how a Door had defil'd _ 
Two Aldermen, and got *em both with Chill, 
Who Long*d for Veniſon, but were beguiPd. .- * 
The Paſty loſt, they could no longer tarry, 
With two Abortive Births, and ſhapes as Vary, 
They fell in Labour, and of both Miſcaoy, 
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| Iſten (if you pleaſe) a while, 


1] rel: you a Tale as ftrange as true, 


hoy a Dotor got two Cits with Child, 


And th: y were Aldermen T' ue Blew. 
This Þ9 79+ was of no Degree ; 
Of no Religion, Birth;' or Place, 
The A!dermen of London free, 
Whom tor their Leya/ty I needs mult praiſe. 


2 
Theſe Aldermen inſpir'd with Grace, 
Rebellion, Treafon, Mutiny, 

Were rais'd to Bench of higheſt place, 
Where next the DoFor were ſet free : 
For though he boaſts of Church and Schor';, 
St. Omers, Paris and the Yale, 

And S:{nmanca gave him Rules, 
' Degree he never rook, but in Jal. 


. 3 
The Door skill'd in Sodomy, 
TYT:.l. T ,.flt janudtnace ho kniong 
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The gentle Brethren being free, 
1c Exercis'd them both by turns. 
By turn3 the Saints turn'd up their Scits 
Each jealous of the others bliſs, - 
The pleaſure was as ſweet as Nazs, 
Like the Devil & Witchthey hug & kiſs. 


4 

Few Months had paſt when they began 
To 2aicken and look big upon'r, 

The Do#or prefer'd a Man 


Before the beft, cc, but what came on't ?, 


The Aldrmen are both with Child, 
But to! where is the harmof this £ 
The Brethren cannot be defil'd, 
Nor Brother with Brother do amiſs. 
Now in a Breeding Fir; as one 
In ſuch 3 caſe is apt to do, 
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The DeFor long'd for Feniſon, | 
The Aldermen and Door too : 
"The DoFor leait their Calves they caſt, 
And he his Sparicus 1ſue loſt, 
To Paftry Cook did ſummons hail, 
And now the Veniſon comes riding Poſt, 
| 5. 
But ſee the Fate of Humane things, 
'Twas intercepted by the Crew, 
Fate ſoabout the matter brings, 
They would not give the Devil his.dus; 
The 5arpers longed fur aſnip, 
Had the firſt Finger in the P/e, 
Betwixt the Trencher and rh@ Lip, 
So ofc it happens when the Fates deny, 


A Neſt of Harpies thar-did wait, 

To intercept it at the door ; 
Without a Trencher, Fork or Plate, 

(E're heſmelt the Plot,) did all devour, 
No ſooner did the fatal News - 

Approach their Ears in doleful ſtrain, 
The Aldermen their Longings loſe, 


And the Door will never be himſelfagain, 


8 

The Aldermen in woful Fits, * 

Into immed:ate Labour tell, 
Deliver'd of too pretty Chits, 

The like were never hatch'd in Hell, 
With two Abortive Plots, the two 

Deliver'd were, but all in vain, 
For now their Plots will no longer do, 
Nor-will 7:t25 ever bc himſelf again. 


"I... 
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A new Litany, to be Sung in ail Conventicles for. Ir 
ft _— the om Tune Cavalilly-man. 
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þ5m Counſels of fix vluvs Treefon prevails, 
from raifing Rebell:on in England and Wales, 
srom Rumbold; ſhort Cannons, and Proteiiant Flzyls, 
| For ever O Fate deliver me. 
From Shaf;sbury*s Tenets, and Sidneys old Hint, 
From ſcizing the King by the Rabbles conſent, 
Fromowning the fag, and denying the Guilt, | 
| For ever, &e. 
From aiming at Crowns, and indulging the Sin, 
From playing Old N{s Game over agen ; 
From 2 Son and a Rebel, ſtuft up in one Skin; 
For ever, &c* 
From Swearing of Lyecs like a Knight of the Poſt, 
' From Pilgrims of Spazn, that ſhould Land on our Coat, 
From a Plot like Tr”, {wept about *till 't:s luit, 
- For ever, &c. 
From Oates*s clear Evidence I he was vext, 
From hearing him ſqueak out Hugh Peters old. Text, 
From Marrying one Siſter, and Raping the next, 
| Da ever, &c 
From tedious confinement by Parliament Votes, 
From Purnet's Whig Sermon and Marginal Notes; 
From ſaving ourHeads, by cutting Our Taroats, 
Far ever, XC. From 
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From Pretbyter Ban- Doe that bire and not bark, | 

From loſing ones Brains by a blow in thedark, 

From our Friends in Moor- fields, & thoſe at M:or Pork, 
For ever, &c. 

From Citizens Conſciences and their Wives ſoul Itch, 

From Marrying. 2 Wrdow thar looks like a Witch, 

From following the Court with defign-to be Rich, 

For ever, &Cc. 


From Trimmers Arraigning a Judge on the Bench, 


From fligkting the Guards that we know will not flinch, 
And from the Train'd-Eanis Loy al aid at a pinch, 

For ever, @c. 
From all thatto Ceſar ſham Duty expreſs, 
That cringear his 6 ors and ſmile in his Face, 
And two years ago thought it ſcornto Addreſs, 

For ever, Rc. 
from having the Gout, and a very fair Daugnter, 
From being oblig'd to our Friend crots the Water, 


From Strangling and Fleying, and what fo! lows after, 


Fo 3? EVEN 5 KC. 
From Wit that-lies hidden in gay Panta! IONS, 
From Womens 1ij}l Nature as trail 25s ile Mons, "3 


' From Fraucty's lame Jeits, and Si1 Roge, *s Lampoons 
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32 Lizht of the Nation turn'd iuta Dars- 
neſ;. Tarze Cavalilly man. 
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Ome all you Caballers and Parliament Votes, 
That ftick'd for hanging and cutting of Throats, 
Liment the misfortune of Perjur * Oates. 
Pho fri muſt be Pillorea and after be hang'd. 


What Devil ſuſpefed this five years agon? 
VWhcnlTwas in hoves tobang up half_the Town, 
eWore = Ag Mitre, and Curſed the Crow: 

f 0W miſi be Pill '!, and af? &- be Aang'd, 


- 
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- ] Cur? the Biſzopsand hang d up the Prieſts, 
&wore my felf Dottor, yet never could Preach, 

. Eut a Cat full of Blaſphemy's all I could reach, 
' Fer firſt muſt be Pillor*d, and after be hang d. 


Now Oates is in Cupboard and Manger with Colt, 

The Caldron-may Oyl me for fear I ſhould molr, 

Here I've ne'r, a Bum for a Wheel- barrow jolt, 
Yet now mutt be Pilor'd, and after be haug'd. 


My thouſand Commiſſions and Spani/p Plack-Bills, 

My inviſible Armies lodg'd upon Hills, 

Such old Perjur'd Non-ſence my Nazratzive fills, 
That I now muſt be Pillor'd, aud after be haug'd.. 


My twelve Pounds a week, I want to ſupport, 

For ſtinking Vih' City, and fouling the Court, 

Like the-Dewil in Dungeon I'm now hamper d for't, 
I firſt muſt be Pillor d, and after be hang'd. 


They hang us in order, the Devil knows how, 
*Zounds all that e're put one Paw to the Plow, 
Tne'r fear'd the Devil would fail me till now, 


That I firt muſt be Pillord, and after be hang'd. 


For calling the Duke a Papiſt and Trapter, 

I often have calPd the K:#7 little betrer, 

I'm faſt by the heels like a Beaſt in a Fetter, 
 T firif muſt be Pillor'd, and after be hang'd. 


I ſwore that the Quecn would Poyſnthe King, 

That Wakeman had Moneys the Poyſon to bring, 

When I knew in my. Heart there was no ſuch thing, 
1 now muſt be Piller'd, aud after be hag d. 


I'm refolv'd to be Hang'd dead Drunk like Hugh Peters, 

1f-I can but have my Skin ſtuft with good Liquors, 

Then I ſhall Imp to old Tapsky much quicker, | 
But 1 firſt muſt be Pillor'd, and after be Hangd. 


—_— 


i, 


A Licany from Geneva, in anſwer to that frem St.Omerg« 
Tune, Cavallily-man. 


Rom.the Tap the Guts of the Honourable Stump, 
From which runs Rebellion that ſtinks like the Rump 


* On purpoſe to leven the whole Fat7zoas Lump, 


Libera nos Domine. 
From him that aſpires as high as the Crown, 
And'vows to pull Copes and Cathedrals down, 
Fir only to Govern the World in the Moon. 
* Libera n0s Porsing, 
From the Prick-ear'd Lewvzte, that can without pain, 
Swear Black into White, . then un-ſwear it again, 
Whoſe name did defign him a Villain in Grain; 
Libera nos Domine. 
From his Black-B:ll;, and Pilgrims with Sickles in their 
That came over to make a Religious Band, [ hands, 
Then Raviſhour Wives and inhabit our Land, 
Libera 105 Domine, 
From the Mouth of the City that never gives o're, 
To complain of Oppreſſions "unheard of before, 
And yet for his Letchery will not quit ſcore, 
. . Libera nes Domine, 
From the cent per cent” Seriv'ner,& all his State: tricks, 
That cryes our of Intermp"rance, who yet will not ſtick 
To clear a young Spend-thrifts Eftateat alick, 
| Livera nos Domrne, 


From the force and the fire of the Inlolent Rabble, * 


That wou'd hurl the Government into a Babel, 
And from the nice Fare of the Mauſe-farvers Table, 
Libera nos Domine. 
From the £112: in New-ſtreet that Goggles and cants, 
Then turns vp his {tes to noſe it, and pants, 
And at the ſame time oye the Devil and Saint, 
Libera nos Dom:ne. 
From Jenkins Homilies drawn through the Noſe, 
Frem Longley, Dick, Bald;zin, and all ſuch as thoſe, 
And from brawney Sett];e's Poem in Proje, 
Libera 0s Domine, From 
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Fr:ma ſurfeit occaſion'd by Preteſiant Feaſts, 
Frem Sea:tion for Sawce, and Republicks for Gueſts, 
W.th Treaſon for co, or Fa:on at leaſt, 


Libera nos Domine, 


Fr: mthe Conſcience of Cits reſembling their Dame, 
Ther in publick are Nice, but in private ſo Tame, 
That they will nat ſtick out for as7b1:c/ of that ſame, 


Libera nos. Domine, 


From the blind Zeal and Democratical Tools, 
From V#:7I;nd, and all its Amar ical habe. 
Deviſed by Knawves, and impoſed on Fools, 


Libera 0s Domine, 


From the late times-reviv'd, when Religion was gain, 
And Church-Plate was feiz.d tor Reliques Prophanc, 
Since practis'd by ſearching. Sir Wiliam again, 


Libera nos Domrine, 


From ſuch Reformation where Zealets begun, 
To Preach Heaven muſt by firm Bullwork be won, 
And Te Deum ſung trom the mouth of a Gun, 


Libera n0s, &Cc. 


For Parliamentarians, that out of their Love, 
And care for His Majeſty's Safery wou'd-prove, 
The {ecureſt way were His Guards to remove, 


Liber, F1 707, &c. 


Trom Sawcy Petitions that ſerve to inftame us, 

From all who for the 4{bciation arc Famous, 

From the Devzl, the Do&For, and the damn'd Ignoram: ''F, 
I :bera no; Domine. 


Cupid urn 'Muſquetecr. Tune, Cavalily-man. 


"A Laſs what is like to become of the P/;z, 
| Now Tony is dead, and 77tus.is gut 
In ſo fair a Proſpect of going to Pot? 
Which no body can deny. 
They ſay he has lately reviv'd an old trick, 
Which he us'd as a Med'cine when he was Love-fick, 
Page, Bayliff, or Bum to take in the Nick, - 


i. Whith-no.v09y can deny. h "Now. 
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Now Titus for one of the $aints Tutelars, * 
- Had got 2 young Fellow as brawny as Mays, 
With a thouſand invicible charms in his 4--- 
A*hich no boay can deny, 
A large pair of Buttocks as ever was {een, 
With a delicate Nur-brown houle between, 
And raſcally Cupid lay lurking within, | 
- | Which no body can dexy, 
Whence Centinel-l;ke with his Gun in bis hand, 
Fefſpy'd ovt the De&cr and charg'd him to ſtand, 
Not doubting but he wou!ld obey his command, 
| | Which #0 boay con deny. 
But he diſobey*d ; which when Crpid elpy'd, 
He quickly preſented, Fiave-at-yort he cry*d, 
And lodg d him a Buller in his left fide, 
Which ne body can deny, 
"Tis true he was Arm'd (as Poets have told) 
With only a Bow and a 2nuzver F old, | 
And 4rrows for Love, which were headed with Gold, 
IVhich no body tan any, 
Which fiill he does ule, as h'bas formerly done, 
When th* old way of Loving he means todrive on; 
. But for this zew way he makes uſe of a Gur. 
| | Which no body can deny, 
The Gun went off hoynce, yet the Dy. n'er ſtarted, 
Which was ſome effect of his being forut- hearted, 
For he only thought that the Fellow had Farted, 
: | » Which no body can deny. 
But quickly he found he had cauteto repent it, 
For Czp:id had poy ſon's the Shot e're he ſent it, 
With ſomething {o firong, you might*eafily ſcent it. 
Which no boay cnn deny, 
This Poyſon ſo baſely debaſes Loves Fires, 
That the fouleſt of objeRts the Lover admires, _ 
nd fo it inclin'd the good Door: dehires, Ss 
GE Which nobody can dey. 
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206 A Collefiion of Loyal Songs, 
For he fell in Love ('tis a kind of 2 Riddle) 
Immediately with this great Fellows Bumfidale, 
But chiefly he ſmirkt at the $/z7 in the middle; 
. Whichno boay can deny 
Quoth he in a rage, what a plague have you done? ; 
Your Barrc! is foul, I'll lay twenty to one ; 
But I have a Rammer will. ſcour your Gun, 
| 20 Which no body can deny. 
Nay, never refuſe, but leave off your winking, | 
There's no bodv near,and "ris juſt romy thinking, 
That I fhou'd chaſtize you thus for your ſtinking, 
ep Which no beay can aen}, 
' So down went the Breeches, and hefell ro work, 
About him he laid, as he had been a Turk : 
And ſo this great bufineſs was done with a jerk, 
| Which no body can deny, 
And truly the bus'neſs was great in its kind, 
For the Fellow was very well ſcour d behind, 
Andthe Do@o7 was eas'd both in body and mind, 
IWiich no boty can 21) 


The State Empirick, = new Song. To the Tune of, 
Cavalilly-man, 


A Do&or of moſt notorious Fame, | 
1: you pleaſe you may gueſs at his Un-Chriſtian name, 
| IV hich nobody can dy, 

This DoQtor came hither to cure three Nations, 
% ho were ſo filly as to be his Patients; 
And firſt he Blooded *em for the Faſhions, 

Which no body can dew, 
The Med*cine he brought was calleda PLOT, 
Which was compornded of the Divel knows what: 
When firſt he Arriv'd, it was Piping Hot. 

Which no body can deny 


| "Rom over the Seas not long fince there came 


But 
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Pnt if we may gueſs at the Damn'd Compoſition, 
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"Twas 2 mels of all ſorts of Engl:fþ Sedition, 
Made up by a Presbyterian Phyſician, 
| which no body can deny, 
To make each Doſe go down the ſafer, whe 
What do's me ſtill this Learned Gaffer, 
But cover itover with a Papiſt Water, . 
which n0 body. can deny. 
As ſoon as *twas ſwallow'd, the Patient began | 
To ſtare ard to talk like a Lunatick man, 
Of PiFeols and Daggers to kill and trepan. 
which no body can deny. 
To ſome *twas: En etick, to others Catharrick, 
(Imean, toall thoſe who did of it partake) 
In ſhort, it made every honeſt Mans'heart ake, 
Hp which 10 vody can deny. 
To fay truth we were all in a filthy condition, . 
This voided a Libel, that ſpew'd a Petition, 
For which we may thank in part our Phyſician, 
which no bicly can deny, 
At laſt it made our Blood to ferment, 
That a Rancorous Sore from mens bodies was ſent, 
The Ulcer, Imean of a ſtrange Parlbament, ' 
which uo body can deny: 
Its Venom upon each Member was ſhed, 
The-body it almoſt had overſpread : 
Nay, it had een like to haye ſeiz'd on the Fead, | 
wH;ch no body can deny.” 
F.ut one wiſer than all, did give't ſuch a thump, 
Thar it burſt and went outjiſt next to the Rump, 


AJ . PA, | POE 7 1 
Which made with Joy ev'ry Loyal Heart jump. 


which no boay can deny, 

This Ulcer was full of Pifol and Sword, © 

With Blunderbuſs.and with your things made of Board, - 

Cour Proteftant Floyls t) fight for the Lord, 
which no body can deny, 


b- 
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. N} » 1 F . 
Oh DoQor !"I fear, you bare itudy'! Je Magick, 0 
To compaſs your ends, which 1t.ul were fo Troagick ; 
\ . ; . bd 1 4 © \/ __— - a ry 
Put now it is hap'd tuat we my lead OY 2 74g 
which 10 boty can deny. 
Or elſe I am ſore, without being uncivil, 
A man may believe you aca! with the Deyil, 
For no body elſe could have wrought us ſuch evil. 
which no Beay can Ceny. 
YourCanting was Charw, Rebellion your Witch, 
With theſe you gave the poor Rabbie the Itch, 
When like Empricks on Stage, you mace *em a Speech. 
| | whici no body can deny. 
Yare Jilted you ſce by Faction your Whore, 
Your little Tap-Pizg can help you no more : 
Hell ows both aſpite, and will pay yethe ſcore. 
| which no body cau deny, 


The LoY al Litany. 


*Rom a new Modell'd Jeſuit tn a Scorch Bonnet, 
Vith a Maſs underſleeve, anda Covenant cn it, 
From 1r:/Þ Sedition blown out of - French Sonnet, 
| l[ibera nos domine. 
From Conſpiriring at Joer and Caballing at Mews, 
From Sir Guts holy Tub of uncircamcis'd Few:, 
From Gibbet and Haitcr which. will be their ducs, 
litera nor, && 
From a Parliament Man rak'd out of the Embers, 
From Kn:ghts that hunt Cemptrers,& Lunatick Members 
From Presbyters January 's and Papiſts Novembers, 
TR livera nos, 8c, 
From hngging a Witch and conſulting the Devil, 
From Welch Repermates which are ſomething uncivil 
Frum the touch of a Sco?'to cure the Kings Evil, 
l:bern ns,. &Cc. 
From the mutinous Clamours of ſuch as raiſe fears, 
From thoſe that wou'd ſer us together by the Tars, 
Who (till for the Shipwrack of Monarchy Stears, 
| libera m05, KC, From 
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From Rebellion wrapt up in an humble Petition, 
From the crafty Intrigues of an ofd Politician, 
From a Geneva Divine, and a Stafforas ghycitian, 
libera nos, &C, 
From ſerving great Charles: as his Father before, 
D.ſinheriting Nork without why or whercfore, 
And from ſuch as 4bſzloms tolly adore, 
libera nos,%e. 
From denying the King that which is his Right, 
From caſhiering of Members for faults very light, 
From the SEE ſearches of a Monyleſs Knight, 
litera nos, KC. 
From Libelling of Government, and Actions of Kings, 
From vindicating SeCtaries in Illegal things, * 
From-encouraging FaQion which Rebellion brings, 
| libern nos, &c. 
From murmuring for ſending the Parliament home, . 
From chooſing Phanaticks to fit in their room, 
That the Actions of Forty may not be out-done, . 
libera 165, KC. 
From 1r:ſbþ Mafſacres by WW wiſts done, 
: From Seditious Cut-chroats which thing is all one, 
From murthering. the Father, and baniſhing the Son, 
libera us, - Ce 
From ſhrouling all Villanies under the Cauſe, 
From making us happy by giving Sword Laws, 
From trampling oth? Mitre and Crown with applauſe, 
libera nes, &c. 
From hunting the eKing,and abjuring.his Race, : 
From cleanſers oi Bung-holes uſurping his | PIACe, 
From Preachers in Tubs that are void of a!l 1 Grac e, 
libera nos, &c. 
From Vulcans Treaſors late F Forg'd by the Fan, 
From ſtarving of Miſe to be Parliament Man, . 
From his Copper Face that outface ail things can, 
libera N05, &C 
From Voting Lords uſeleſs, and Jangerouſly Il, 
From Hanging of Biſhops for dropping the Bill, 
Frum Phanati. ks have too much their will, bers 20%. 
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From Porging the Houſe to obfirutt our free choiſe, - 


From reſolving the King to oppoſe with one voice, Ti 
From ſuch that at miſchief do daily rejoyce, © Ce 
From all the Se#i70725 thae love noe the King, W 
From ſuch as a Civil-Wae once more wou'd bring, Ti 
And repenting with Co//eage at laſt in a String, 

libera 10s, &C, Ci 

The Whigs Lamentnble Condition, or the Royaliſts Re- 
ſolution. To a pleaſant new Tune. 2 
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He Deel aHilt the Plottin g MWhrgs 
To carry on their damn'*d 17#r:gues, 
And does provide them new ſupplies, 
Gn any faus aud Raſcal dizs, 
Up ſtarts ſome Bankrupt. Perjur'd Loon, 
Inſtrutted by the Poliſþ Prince, 
How to amuſe th? unthinking Toon, - 
| And make the Bygors leeſe their ſenſe. 2 This 


_ 


A Colleion of Loyal Songs. 


This ſquinting and Cvrmudgeon firs 
Conſvlring with his //5.zgifh Chits, 
Who treacheroutly with him combine, 
To root out au the Royal Line : | 

But Heaven,which has:dilclos?d their P/o7s, 
Confound their vain Inventions, 

Diſperſe the wretched hair- brain Sors, 
And croſs their curs'd intentions, 


$- 
Whither d'ye hurry Phaeton ? 
Is't not enough that he's undone, 
By your perftidious Treachery, 
The ſource of- all his Infamy ? 
But, to promote his wretched ends, 
Ye make the Lorden a ſtop-gap; 
Like Crokadiles, ye fawning Friends, - 
Pretended]y mourn his mil- -hap. 


The Bearn may ſee Wh, he is teu Y! hs 
Wha then ſhall pity his Eftate, 
That toil'd to be unfortunate ? 

He's now a hardy Rebel grown, 
And Glories in baſe ATMee. 

The filly Eand gangs up and down, 
To make Feuds and DiſtraRions. 


$ 

V/au wt the Nation Scabs and Boils, 
Ye that delight in rivil Broil , 
Wha'd {:t us by the Ears 2gain, 
Ye.-Worcoiers of Loval men, 

I fe mean the perf blew-apron Fops, 
Wha meddle with the State Afar, 

Leuk to'l your Wires, & mind your Shops, 


Whig Gold nor Corniſh ſhan't be May'r. 


=_ 6 " 
All Zgypts Plagnes ſeize Doctor TO. 
Who did deſign the overthrow. 


2I1 


of 


212 HColleBion: of Loyd Songs 
|  -Of Church an1 State: have we for ot 
ils "  *Twas he contriv'd the Popiſh Plot 
i Can we forget our Marty, *d Pr ce, 
. Whoſe þloud does loud for Veng'ance call? 
| Sha!l we not ſtand in's Sons defence, 
| *Gaint Whþ;zs wha wiſh for his down-fall 2 


7 
Take courage, pull au Rebels down, 
Obey the King, and Guard His Throne ; 

- Commit the reſt to th? prudent eare, 

Of our Tribanes and gud Lr1ird May's ; 
As for our Foes the Reb-l-rout, 
| He timely curb'd th2 ſtubborn Elves: 

Wh - | Their 7/7/lainy hz his found our, 

| And now they're fic tohang them(elves 


The Tories Tryumph,' or the Point well OR "a. 
A 


Dee] 


oF. 
. y_ ; 
wh We As 
- __— h = 


tertgtitf: 


Pl 
- tn minaerag We commemegs een eas 


RT 20” ch PE E—=—_—_ 
S_— RG ,_, Py Ny 
® SD "IS. "AASHTO 
HEE 
_ AE ONE 


Ome 1ay, the  Papiſts had a Plot 
Again'tthe Church and Crown; 
Þur be it ſo, or be it not; 


J 


The King muſt pleaſe the Toyn., The 


Fo 


4 ColleRion of Loyol Songs, 
The Papiſts take Tyburn by turns, 
' To pleaſe the City-Gulls : 
1t*; range that they who all wear Horns, 
Should fear the Popiſhþ Bulls. 
2 


"The Houſe of Commons blew. the Coils, 
The Nation to diflettle, 
And like to Tinkers made two holes p 
Tomend one ina Kettle : : 
Or elſe, what necds that precious Vote, 
That if the King ſhould fall 
By Pagauor Phanatick Plot, 
The Pope mult pay tor all ? 


ol 
Our Royal James of Princely Race, 
And High llluſtrious Fame, 
Was not thought fit by Commons baſe 
To follow Cl:arles*s Wain. 
But let thar Houſe of Ojfice know, 
When they have Sow'd their Leaven, 
He ſhall ſucceed, though they ſay no, 
. Byall the Laws of Heaven. 


14k 1s FA T1417 


Old Cavaliers. for Loyalty, . 
They ftreight clapt up for Treaſon, 
Inhopes to bring in {narchy, 
'Gainſt Juſtice, Senſe and Reaſon. 
Brave Hallifax and Feverſham, ED pe N, - M 
Brave Worſter, Juſt and Wiſe, 
They did Vote down, as dangerous Men, 
That they themſelves might riſe. 


? $ 
But Oh ! that Lord in Leciſter/ſp:re 
Turn'd Catchpole, though too late : | 
"Tis better Prieſts in Priſon were, 
_ Tban Bums ſhould loſe their Trade. 
For Prieſts poor Waller xiever ſought, 
But wkere were Golden Crolles; _- 
His Mirmidons went Snacks, *tis thought, > 
inal] the Owners loſſes. | The 
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6 
The DoFor he did bid farewe!l -S 
To Jeſus and the Court; © © | : 


And Tony's Tap runs et and dull, 


Makes Catch in hope: for ſport. h 
Blew Proteftants can r ke mo wofk, 7 
Unleſs, like Huvg: ary, - 


"They for Relegion, joyn the Turk, F 
For Chriitari ' Livebry. 
A Narrative 0j f the old Plot, being a new Song. Tel x 
Some {ay th? 2+ hag a PI.t, &Cc. 
F 
? Hen Tre) 1207's d id A Pop ry rail, . 
Becauſe it taught Corfeſſton : 
When Bankrupts baw] d tor Property, 1 
And Baffards tor Succ:ſſion. 
Wo 2 9 
When Tory durſt cſpouſe rhe Cauſe, 
*Spight of his Pox and Gor, | 
When Speaking Will;ams Purg'd the Houſe, i ; 
By Spewing Members out. 
E | 'F 
When Hunt a twy-fac*t Panokle wrote, 
The Emblem of his Soul : 
When Oates ſwore whom he pleagd in's Plor, I 
And Reign d without control, 
/ 
When L-----ce t99 Lampoon'd the Court, 
And Libell'd Cats and Doggs : - 
When M:tnefſes hike Meſhroms ſprung SL 
Out of the 1r:/Þ Boggs. | 
1 


$. 
Then Perkin thought 'twas time to prove 
His Claim to Kng-/hip fair ; 
And faith 'tis fit the Peerl:ſ5 Son RY | 
Should be the Peoples Heir, ED 


11, 


.So fill'd with Zeal he and his Knight - : 


Careſs and Court the Rout : 
And my Lord Duke goes up aud down 
To ſhew his Grace about. 


Tho Ford Lord Grey would not ingage 
Upon that idle {core ; 

For he would have a Cath: 
As well as i | 


He envy*d-his old Fr _ a Crown, 
But why I can't deviſe ; 


For's Grace had Grac*d his Loreſhi ps head 


» With Horns of noble {$ze. 


Then Fohnſon wrote his Sow Creed, 
A Doctrine fetch'd from Hell : =— 


Twas Chirſtian like to difobey, 
And Goſpel to Rebel. 
x© ; 
Julian his Pattern and his Text, 
A meaner Theam he ſ{corns : 


- Firſt repreſents him at the Desk, 


And then ApoFare turns, 
Like his, his Patrons Zeal grew high, 
Th? Excluſion to advance ; 


And the right Her muſt be debarr” d, 


For fear of Rowe and France. 
| 12 
The Zeabous Commons then reol v'd, 
(And they knew what they did) 
By whomſoe're the King ſhould fall, 
The Papifts Throats ſhould bleed. 
«I 
So murd'ring Ponyar 45 oft are ſlipt 
 Intoa Guiltleſs hand ; 
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And Innocence is Sacrific'd, 
\ Whilſt MalefaQtors _ 


By Hell: aſlitance A they "Bo 'd 
Their damn'd Aſſociation : 
And worthy men, and men worthy, 
Divided all the Nation. 


G 
Fools oft and Mad-1en leave the lels, 


And chooſe the greater Evil ; 


| Thus they for fear ef Popery, 


Run head-long t- 24 Devil. 


' "At laſt the Loyal Souls DONE"? 


To eaſe their Sovereigns Cares ; 
If He'll fit down, and firſt remove 
Their Jealon'tes agd Fears. 


17 
Juft the old Trick and Sham Device, 
Of Belzebub their Sire: 
If he'll falld.,wn and worſhip chm, 
They?ll grant his hearts deſire. 


18 . 
Nay Lives and Fortunes then ſhall be 


Entirely all his own : - 


| Tfhe will fairly once d.ſclaim 


A Brother and a Crown, 


A Gelleftion of Loyal Songs. 2 © | 
The Plot confounded, oz the downfal of Whiggiſm. | 
Tune, Ah Jenny: gin your Eyes do kill, if 


T..us 7 
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I, 
He Plot (God wot) 
Is all broke out, 
Confound thoſe brought it in ; 
Let them be damn'd, 1 
(Beſides being ſham'd,) C || 
For their Kng-killing ſin-; 
Down,down with their General 
Council and Colonel, 
Joyner and-Cobler of Stare, - 
Their Members of Parliament 
Of the new Rump, 
Let all repeat too late. 
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Oh now you Whgs 


led upthis Jig, The | 
What is't you'll lead up next ? ; 
Why *faith T hear | 
To Tyburn you gang, Si 
For being beſide your Text-: 
To T)b»rn the High-born, RR 22 7 
- As well as the Cobler, | 
Concern'd in Plot ſo dire, | 
Juſt Hick/e-te-Pickle-te = 7 
Swing on a Row ; 
Pray God lam no Lyer. | _ 
Did ever Fools 8- 
Set up ſuch Tools, ET 
That durit n:t ſtand the ſhock | 
OF being made, | Weg 
Or being marr'd ? 8 | 
| ” Pox on ſi:ch Bully Rocks! Ee © 
| IF ' IYs Os Bo 
7 — fy for ſhame, | | 
' TH f ' Such Heroes run the Pit, 
þ It ſhews, God knows, . F B 
| Their fear of blows, 2 It yo! 
And eke their want of Wit. | Le 
The King God bleſs, 4 : REIT: Y 
The Nueenno leſs, For 
The Duke and Dutcheſs too ; : Th 
The Lady. Lnne, : 
With Her good Man, Z ER, © 
And all the Royal Crew : | Ar 
Let thoſe that love Sth 
The K:7g, be bleſs'd, T} 
And thoſe that hate Him curlſs'd 1 
[| Let Torzes ſwim 
P In Claret, and | In tr 
| The Whigs be choakt with thirſt. Y 
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The Creditors Complaint againſt the Bankers ; or the 
Iron Cheſt the beſt Scenrity. 


Since Bankers ave grown ſo brittle of lote, 
That Money end Bankers together are flown, 
P; Cheft up my Money, and then *ſpight of Fate, 
Let 'em all break their Necks, my Money's my ow, 


To the Tune of, There was a Laſs of Cumbei land, &c. 


fnkers now are brittle Ware, 
They break juit like a F*nce Claſs ; 
It you truit them, then have 2 care, 
Left your Coyn to Forcign Linds do pals. 
An Iron Chelt 7s ſtill ihe beſt, 
'Twil keep your Coyn more ſofe thn tiey; 
For when t hey we feather? well thetr Nel, 
Then the Rooks will fie away; 


—< 
They ſneak ab ut to ger your Gel, 

And hoard it up in Hempen Pogs, 
Sothey fare well when they grew old, 

They care notif you're cloarh'd in Rags. 

&u lron Chelt rs [iii] the bejt, &:. 

| 2 

In Troz WW. Is Your Money aid, 

You have it cown upon the all, 

L2 For 


/ 


202 of Colledon of Loyal Sengs, 
For though no Uſe nor Intreſ?'s paid, 5 
The Principal will never fail. 


An Iron Cheſt, ec, 


In this ſafe Hold your Wealth convey'd, 

| "of 7f you bur ſafely keep the Key, | 

| if - No Fnemy can e're invade, 

Nor with the Plunder run way, | For 
__ #xlron Cheſt, &5c. 


[| $ 
| A better Pledge than Bankers Note, 
| | For Orpaans, Wives, or Widews Gold ; Len 
| | For whenthe Banker's gone to Pot, 
| This good Security will hold. 
-n Iron Cheſt, Oc 
[ 
| 


6 
An Tron Cheſt endures the Fire, 
When Bankers Bags conſume with heat ; 
The one ſtill vields what: you require, E - 
Whilſt the other only proves a Cheat. . 
An Iron Cheſt, &c. 


: CF 
When Bankers flie to France or Spain, 
To Rome, or any other Land, 
To your Cheſt you need not go in vain, 
Your COYN is ready at your hand: 
An Iron Cheſt, &:. 
z 6 
Put not your Faith in any Man, 
Though heaps of Si/ver you may ſee, 
li For they will Cheat do what you can, 
it And make you ſoon as poor as Me. 
An Iron Cheſt, &c. 


| 9 
This Cheſt will neither Melt nor Tlie, 
ll; Eut be yourFriend in time of need ; 
[4 But 3--»kers may both Break, and Die, 
| Oh then the Cheſt's a Friend indeed. 
An iron Cheſt, Fc. - 


| AColleHion of Loyal Songs. 
| O 
hen Friends, be all advis'd by Me, 
And keep your Money in your Cheſt ; © 
hilit he's. his own Security, 
The Creator may fleep i is reſt, 
An lro1 Cheit 5 ſtill the beſt, 
Twill keep your Coyn more ſaj jerhan they , 
For when they *ve Feather d well thiir Nf, 
Oh then the Rooks wil flie nv; 


{new Song in Gratul tion of King JANES the Secon 7, 
coming t0 the Crown. T'tne, Hey Boys up go we. 
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Ow, now King JAMES of High Renown , 
The Second of that Name, 

1s lofty Brow bears England's Crown, 

As Lawtul Heir of th* ſame ; 

0 vain pretence can interpoſe 

B:tween Him and His Throne; © 

dr all the Writings of our Laws 

Declare, it -is His Own. 


The L 3 
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No crafty Regas can Gel the Right, 
From JAMES of Royal Race, 
Nor Perjur'd Oates with all his Slighr, 
Abjure Him from Hisplace 
Now Shaftsbury that curſed F.end 
Is dead and gone away, 
And Monmouth his-unfortunate Friend, 
Is fled and dare not ſtay. - 


You Torzes then in common Joy, 
Expreſs your preſent Eaſe, 
Since Knaviſh Whigs no more anoy 
Erave England's happy Peace; 
Ycu Citizens with one conſent, 
In joyful Conſort Sing 
Hymns unto your God, fince He hath ſent. 
Great JAMES to be onr King. 


Let pleaſant Groves 4 Meadows ring. 
W ich Ecchoes. of Fis Praiſe, 

And good SubjeSts be taught ro ſing 
His Name, in warbling Lays; 


. May s Mighty Fame yet higher riſe, 


| In much more Glorioas ſort, 
Mounting above the Starry Skies, 
And Jove's bright-ſhining Court. 


Raiſe up your Voice int higher Notes, 
And Humer's lofty ſtrain, 
W: —_ JAMES.with common Votes 
A Long and Happy Reign: 
Extoll His Acts and Noble Deeds, oy 
His wiſdom and Piety, 
And's Fortitude, ſince none exceeds 
Him in orave Chivalry, 


<< ww {f- 


Yet none, tho? cunning Nature frames 
His Seul of purer Air, 

Can praiſe enough our Mighty. JAMES, 
Great Charles his Lawful Heir, 

Whoſe Wiſdom and Couragious Hand, 
Theſe many years ago, 

From Ruine hath preſerv'd this Land, 
And from approaching Woe. 


How oft has He in Fe 5M tield 
Won Honour and Renown, 
Whilitth'Enemy himſelf did yield, 
By*s Valour overthrown. 
Witneſs the Dutch, whoſe Proweſs He 
Did long ago ſuſtain, 
Withſo much Force and Gallantry, 
On Neptune's Liquid Plain. 


8 
How oft did He Himſelf engage 
Amongſt the roaring Waves, 
Tabatethe Fury and the Rage 
Of baſe Phanatick Knaves ? 
Whoſe pleaſure *tis, and chief delght 
To baniſh Piety; 
Who think't a virtue for to fight 
*Gainfſt England's Monarchy. 


9 
Let now that Vile aud Perjur'd Crew, 


With Envy pine away, 

Their ſad and diſmal fortunes rue, -* 
And curſe that fatal day, 

Wherein they did of late conſpire 
With ſuch Impiety, 

To kill the King, with great defare, * 
To bring in, Anarchy. 


L4 
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Fo! 
Live then great JAMES our mighty King, 
Live Brave and Noble Soul ; ' | An 
Soar up on Fame's aſcending Wing, In 
Above the Starry Pole; | 
May mighty Fove's proteQing care © Fo1 
Preſerve thee from thy Foes. 
: And make thy Subjed&ts evermore 
Obedient to thy Laws. Bo! 


A new to the Tune of the Granadeers March: 


FH HERR 7 


RT as | RO NEDSS" 2 
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Ail tothe Mighty Monarch, Valiant Pole, 2 

H Of Victory the Soul, ; 
1nerrſt great Con7uer or in the Hbvly War, 

The Bright Auſpicious Nothery Star. = 

To ) tarcmberg the bold, and all his Train; | + 

To the generous Lorain, + T7, 

That has Valiant Men at his command, Th 


As.e're the mighty Bully had, ſtole his Land, 5 
; ; | or. 
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For "twas He, *twas He, that Chrif#:an Turk, 
Thar has ſet *em all to work ; 


And now lies apon the lurk, 


In hopes a mighty name to gain, — _ 
But his hopes may prove in vain, 

Forthe Pole with his Jove-afſiſting Hand 
Thundred all out of the Land, 
By a word of his command, - 


Both Trimmer, Whig, and Jew, 


And all rhat Chriſtian Peaceſubdue. 
Br The Second Part to the ſame Tune. 
Eckley that Perkin Prince of War, 
That has kept ſo greata ſtir, | 


Deluded by aRenegado Fate, 


Now with his injur'd Monarch, will capituJate. 
Policy and Treaſon ne're. agree, _ 
: There's no hopes of Remedy, 
Since injur'd Clemency is ſfQ much abus'd, 
All ſkew of ſham Repentance ought to be refus'd,. _ 
For the Pole_with Rebels: ſcorn to treat, 
Nor can Mahomet the Great: 
| Hinder Teckly's Defear, 
Nor all the Pride that the Fa@ion draws. - 


Can oppoſe our Royal Cauſe, 


Whilſt the bold Reſulters ſtrive in vain, - 
Sobieſqui and Lorain, 
Will all Hangary ſtain, 
Should the new Conqueſt it1ll purſue, 
Then Monſieur Gardevow. 


| 4 New Song on the Coronation of King JAMES It. cc. , 
Being St. Georgss day, the 2.3. of April 1685. Tune. 
Hail thou Mighry Monarch Valiant Pole, 


A 
HY Thou Mighty Monarch Valiant JAMES, 
-& Whoſe Praiſeour Song proclaims, - 
The brit cat Conqueror over Sea and Shore, - 
That -made the ſturdy Hogan Mogan State is low's ; 
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To MARY His fair Queen, and all Her Train, 
That Grace His happy Reign, 
Who fits among the bright Orb of Ladies Crowr'ld, 
As Heavens Imperial Orb amongſt the Stars Eathron'd 
For 'tis She, *tis She, that Heavenly Gem, | 
That adorns the Royal Stem. 
With the brighteſt Diadem, 
And brings that Comfort, Peace, and Joy, 
Which Tyrants wou'd deſtroy , 
For our JAMES with His Jove-afliſting Arm, 
The lowd FaCQtions ſhall ſo.charm, 
Thar they. ſhall do no harm, _ - 
Both Whig and Trimmer, Turk and Jew, 
And all that England's Peace undo. 


2, 
See the Clouds diſpers't, hand o're our head 
Since Mighty Charles was dead, 
The day ſmiles. on our Joys, and the Morning clears, 
A rifing Sun ſucceeds the Deluge of our Tears, 
The Mighty Charles is. gone, but in His Room 
The Rightful Heir is come, 
Great JAMES - the Pledge of our Deceaſed Prince, 
That Loſs, the only Bleſſing that cou'd Recompence. 
*Twas He with Drums and Trumpets ſound, 
That did fit this day Enthron'd, 
| And above the Nobles Crown'd 
With 7irtue,. Truty, and every Grace - 
| That compleats a Prince's Praiſe. 
*Tis He, who in ſpite of. Envious Fare, 
(His Rebellious Subjects hate) 
Will defend the Ch;rch and State, 
Their Rzghts, their Liberties and Laws 
Againſt all that dare Oppoſe, 


Such Heraick Virtues who can find 
| Adorn a Prince's Mind ?- 
Such Courage, Clemency, Majeffy and Gracs, 
A Legacy bequeath'duntothe Royal Race ; 
7 OO TY Fertiiu 
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. Fortitude and Condut both agree, 


And make a Harmeny 


With Juſtice, Teuderneſs, each 2 lovely Gueſt, 


- 


That move, and keep a Conſort in His Royal Breg fe 


"Twas He, *rwas He, (in ſpite of Pp; 
That Reclaim'*d the ſtubborn Scor,s 


Who ſubdu'd Him on the Spor, - 
And brought-the Proudeſt of His Foes 
In Obedience to the Laws. 
"Twas He that curb'd the Belgrich Srate, 
Made the Hog#7 yield to Fate, 
And the Monſieur ſtoop of late 
For fear ſo oft His courage try'd, 
Should take down the Morſieur's Pride. 


= 4 
May our Mighty Monarck ever Reign, 
Great JAMES to ru'e the Main, 
The Dread Sovereign over Seas and Land, 


To Exerciſe the Pow?*r of his vat command : 


May He in Peace and Plenty ever Reign, 
The Dread of France and Spain, 
To curb the Inſolence of. His Proudeft Foe, 


And keep the haughty Bully Monſieur ill in awe, 


May He in Health for ever live, 
Truth and Juftice to retrieve, - 
With His due*-Prerogative, 
To aveng the loſs of Guil:leſs 2lood, 
To Reward the F(t and Good. * 
May He in Grandeur Wealth and Peace, 
Lord it over Land and Seas, 
And His Glory ſtill increaſe, 
Whillt every Glaſs that keeps the Round, 


With our Sovercigns Healh is Crown'd 


) 


wm 
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The $alamanca DoRor's FareweZ : or Titus's Exalts 
zo the Pillory, upon his Conviftion-of Perjury.” Ty 
zhe Tune of, Packinton' s-Po und, 
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"\ Ome liſten, ye Whigs, to my pitiful moan, 


All you that have Ears, when the Dy. has none; 
In Sackcloth and Aſhes let's ſadly be jogging, 
To behold our dear Saviour o'th* Nation a flogging. 
The Tor:es ro ſpight us, - 
* As a Goblin to fright us, 
With 2 damn'dWeoden-Rvff will bedeck ourFriend 7 Titus: 
Then mourn all to {ces ungraveful -behaviour, 
From theſe lewd Popi/tTorits tothe dearNation-Saviour. 
"Bp 
From: three proſtrate Kingdoms at once to adore me; 
And no lefs than three Parliaments kneeling before me; 
From hanging of Lords with a word and a frown, 
And no more than an Oath tothe ſhaking a Crows: : 
For alltheſe brave Pranks, -. 
Now t0.have nomore thanks;”. | 
CY CO er ed That 


ou 
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Than to look thro'a Hole,thro'two damn'd 02 kenPlanks. 
Oh ! mourn ye poor Whigs with fad Lamenrtation, 
To ſee the hard Fate of the Saviour o'th* Nation, 


; 3 
For ever farewel the true Proteſtant Famous, 
Old days of th' Illuftrious great [gnoramns ; 
lad the great Heads-man Berhel,that hone Ket. Royal 
But ſatcat the Helm till, the Rogues I'd defy all; 
The kind Teckelite crew, 
To the Alcoror true, 
Spight of Law,Oaths or Goſpel,would fave poor true blew: 
But the Torzes are up, and ne-Quarter nor Favour, 
To truſty old Titus the great Nation-Saviour. 


| 4 
There once was a time,boys, when to the wor Ids wonder. 
Icould kill with a breath morc than Fowve withhis Thun- 
But Oh! my great Narrarive's mace but a Fable, | der; 
My ON and Armies confounded like Babel : 

1, they*vEſtruck me quite dumb, 
An d to tickle my Bum, 

Have my G-c/e5 all turn'd to a Tale of Tom Thunb, 
Oh! weep al: toſce this ungrateful Behaviour, 
Ia thus rid iculing the great Nation-Saviour, 


5. 

From Honour and Favour, and Joys, my full ſwing, 
From » 2 Pound a week, and the World in a ſtring , 
Ah poor fall: ing 7;tus ! *tis a curſed debaſement, 
To be pelted with Eggs thro? a leud wooden- - eaſement Y 

And Oh, muck] : Tony, 

To lee thy old crony, 
With a face all benointed with wild Locyſt Honey: 
"Twould make thy old Tap weep with ſad Lamentation;; 
For truſty old Tzt#us, thy Saviour o'th* Nation. 


6 -- 
Sce the Rabble all round me in Battel Array, 
Againſt my wood Caſtletheir Batteries play ; 
With Turnep-Granagves the Storm is begun, - 


All repens more mortal than Pickering's {crew ”_= 
Oh? 
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Oh ! my torture begins 
To puniſh my Sins, 

For peeping thro*Key- - holes to ſpy Dukes and Mets: 

Which makes ms to roar out with ſad L amentation, 

For this Tragical blow tc the Saviour o'th' Nation, 


8 Ngs8. » 


Bio at 

A curſe on the day, when the Pap7/7s to run down, 
I left buggering at Omers, toſwear Plots at Londop, 
And Oh, my dear Friends! 'tis a damnable hard caſe, 
To think how they'll pepper my SanQify'd carcaſs; 

Were my Skin but as _ 

As my conſcience of Buft, 
Let *em pelt their heart-bloods,I'd hold out well enough; 
But Oh theſe {ad Buffets of Mortification, 
To maul the poor Hide of the Saviour o'th* Nation. 


s 

Had the Parliament fate till they'd once more but put 

Three Kingdoms into the Geneva old cut, 

With what Homage and Duty to 77tz5 in Glory, 

Had the Worſhipin, Saints turn'd their Bums up before 
But Oh, the poor Stallion, [me; 
Alamode de Italizn, 

To be futter'd at laſt like an Engliſh Raſcallion, 

Oh mourn all ye Brethren of th' 4ſciarion, 

To ſec-this ſad Fate of the Saviour o'th' Nation, - 


9 
Cou'd I once but get looſe from theſe troubleſomTackles, 
A Pocky Stone Doubler, and plaguy Steel Shackles, - 
I'd leave the damn'd Tories, & to do my felt Juſtice, 
Pd cen go a -mumping with my honelt Friend Euſtace. 
Little Commyns and Oats, _ 
In two Pilgrims coats,” 
We'd truſs our Black-: ills up, ind all our old Plots, 
We'd leave the bale wor'id all for their damn'd rude be- 


- 


To two ſuch Herozck true On Saviour. Chaviours, 


But-alackand a day! 'the rea is behind ſtill, 
Which makes me fetch groans that wou'd &'n. turn 2 


Winamil.. | Were. 
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Were the P:Uory all,l ſhould never be vext, 
| But Oh to my ſorrow the Gallows comes next ; 

To-my doleful ſad Fate, 

I find:tho? too late, 
To this collor of Mood comes a hempen Crevat ; | 
Which makes me thus rear out with ſad Lamentation, | 
To think how they'll truſs up the Saviour o'th* Nation. . 


The Salamanca DoFors SeliÞoques, Tune, the Thundring ; 
Con207s roar. ; 


NEE EDT 
H! ſtupendius cemick F are, 
'- How uncertain 1s our olate, 
Bandy'd here at ſuch a rate 
It renders me-Diſtracted. 
The World is ſuch a changing Scene, 
Now proves cloudy,. then Serene, 
What a plague does all this mean, 
Or is't by Law Enacted, ?. 
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In the years Seventy Kirke, bad Nine; 

The Primordiums of my Reign, 

What a proſve&had I of vaſt gain, _ 
By eafie Killing, Swearing ; 

I could Impriſon with a Nod, - 7 

Fear'd not Devil, Man, or God, 

In ſuch diſmal paths I trod; 
No Villainy torbearing. - 


3 
Enchanting Tozies Majick Art, 
Inſpir'd me fluſh in every part, 
Obdurate was my Gangreen heart ; 
No Innocence would Pardon, 
My falſe Oaths reſiſtleſs Flood, 
Corrupted Maſs of Guiltleſs Blood, 
In ſuch high Vogue my (Dzx:t ) oat. 
As Saviour of the Nation, -- 


qo : 

Impoſtors of the courſelt kind, 
| As Oracles reception £:d, 
| Sugh as could ſee, appeared blind; 

For fear of my diſpleaſure : 
Should ih: y pry with Eagles Eyes, 
To look un-.cr rhe diſguiſe, 
I had 'em made a Sacrifice, 

Or tirmeiited them at leaſure; ; 


Backt by the Aa and the Crowd, © 

As Goſpel wha: I ſore aloud, 

| Revenge upon the Pope I vow'd, 
And all his Maſs Adherents , 

I no dittintion made between | 

A Popij/> Kitchen-wench and Queen, - 

My good will the ſame had bon; ; 

| Had they been Gods Vice-Gerents-. 
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Foxt with Malice Rage and Spite, 
In Blood-ſhed'was my whole delight, - 
I bunted Fef:ifs inthe night, - 
As if by {cent direed : 
TI yore the Rabble into tear, 
Of Bleffing all to them was dear, | 
No Widows crys 29d Orphans tear, - | | | 
My wickedneſs diverted. { 


7 . 

The Iron SawſagesTiow wear, 
Tickle every ſtep; mine Ear, 
As if they'd wattfher' Perjurer',” | 

Croping T:me's advancing : X 
Tranſlation hence unto the Bar, 
_ Is irkfom, though it be not far, 
And then receive the Fatal Scar, ' | 

Is an odd ſort of Dancing. | 


| _—” x 
My Woral Halters and Black-Bill:, IEEE 
More fata! than Mercurial Pills, = 
A complication now of -Itls,, > ©, - .- | 
Do promiſe to betide us, - 
The invifible Commiſſions too, 
Diſtributed, but none knew how,. | 
Conſpire the.utter overthrow. | | 
Of Wicked Pe:jur'd Titus. 


GY py 

O*rewhelmed thus. in bJack Diſpair,, 
3opeleſs as the Prince o th' Air, 
My crimes I Trump, I do not care, 

For I know what comes after, . if 
"Tis an old ſaying always own d, 
One born for Hanging 's never drown 'd, 
God's juſt Judgments me ſurround, 
To my away in a Hilter. . , 


Fs 
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The Old Mans wiſh. 
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I - 
F I live to grow old, (for | find I go down) 
Let this be my Fate ; In a Countrey Town 
Let me have a warm Houſe, with a Stone at the Gate, 
And a cleanly young Girl to'rub my bald Pate; 
May 1 govern.my Paſſion with an abſolute ſway, 
And grow wiſer and better asmy ſirength wears away; 
Without Gout or Stone, by a gentle decay. 
2. 
In a Ceuntrey Town, by a murmuring Brook, 
With the Ocean at diſtance whereon I may look; 
With a ſpacious Plain witliout Hed ge or Stile, 
And an eafie Pad-Nag to ride out a Mile. - 
May Igovernmy Paſſion, &C. . With. 
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With Horace and Petrach, and two or three more 
Of the beſt Wits that liv*d in the Ages before : 
With a Diſh of Roaſt Mutton, nor Veniſon or Teal, 
And clean (tho'courſe Liner at every Meal. 

May I govern, &Cc. 


Witha Pudding on PROPS. and ſtout humming Liquor, 
And remnants of Latin to welcom the Vicar, 
With a hidden reſerve of Burgundy Wine, 
To drink the Kings Health in, as oft-as I Dine. 
May I govern, &C. 


When the days are _ ſhort, & it Freezes & Snows, 
May I have a Cole- fire as high as my Noſe ; 
A Fire, (which once ftirr'd up with a Prong) 
Will keep the Room temperate all the night long. 
May I govern, &C. 


6 

With a Courage andaunted may I face my laſt day, 
And whenl am dead, may the better ſort ſay, 

In the morning when lober,in the evening when mellaw, 
He's gone, and left not behind him his Fellow : 

For be govern®d his Paſſions. with an abſolute ſway, 
Add grew wiſer and better as his ſtrength wore away 

Without Gout or Stone, by a gentle decay, 


The Old Womans Wiſh, Tune, The Old Mans Wiſh, 


I 
WW fn my hairsthey grow hoary,& my cheeks they. 
: look pale, (fail ; 
When my foreh=ad hath wrinkles & my eye-fight doth 
Let my words both and aQions be free fromall harm, 
And have my old Husbaud roKkeep my back warm, 
The Pleaſures of Youth, are Flowers but of May, 
Our life's but a Vapour, our boney's but Clay; 


Oh let nie hrve well, though 1 live but one dey. 
| 2 With . 
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With 2 Sermon on Sunday, Bs 2 Bible of good Print, 


With a Pot o'rethe fire, and good V iQtoals. in t; -Þ 
With le, Beer,and Brandy, both W:ntcr and Sumter 7 
Todrinkto my Goip,and be pledg'd by my cummer. f 


The Pleaſures, _ 


With Pigs,and with Poultry, "oi ſome Money in ſtore, * 
To lend to my Neighbour, and give to the poor : 
Vitha Bottle of Canary, to dr ink withour ſin, 
And fo' comfort my Daughter when that ſhelies In. . 
The Pleaſ:res of Touth, &Cc. 
\ &* 
With a Bed ſoft and eafte, te reſt on at night, 
| With a Maidin the morning to riſe When 'tis light ; 
To de her work neatly, rt, obey my delire, 
To make the houſe clean, and to blow up the Fire. 
The Pleaſares of Youth, Qc. 
With Coals, and with via: and a good warm Chair, 
With ath.ck Hood & Mant/e,when I ride on my Mare : 


Let me dwell near my Cupboard, & far from my Foes, 


With a pair of Glaſs Eyes to clap onmy Noſe. 
Tre Pleaſur es of _ &c. 


And when I ant dead, with a Goh let them ſay, 
Our honeſt old Gammer is laid in the Clay : 

When young ſhe was chearfu!, 10 Scold nor no Wyre, 
She helped her Neighbours, and gave to the Poor : 


' Tho' tne Flower of her Toath, in her Age did decay, 


Though her life was a Vapour, that waniſÞ'd away; 
She livd well and happy antil the laft day. 


Toe Old Womans Wiſh t; the ſame Tune. 


I 
7 I live to be old, which I never will own, 
.Let this be my Fortune in/Countrey'or Town 4 


Let 


-_ 
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Let me have a warm Bt, with two more in tore, 
And a luſty young Fellow to rub me before. 
| May I give to my Paſſion an abſolute ſway, 
Till with mumping & grunting my Breath's worn away 
Without Ach or Cough ty a tedious decoy, 5 


7 


R 2 
In a ery Chimny Nook with a Rug and warmcloſe, 
Aſwingeing Cole-fire ſtill under my Noſe , | 

With a large Elbow Chair to fit at the Fire, 
And a Crutch, or a Staff to the Bed to retire. 
May I give to my Paſſion, &C. | 


3, 
. With a Pudding on Sunday, with Cuſtard and Plums, 
When my Tecth are all out,for to eaſe my old Gums ; 
With 2 dram of the Bottle, each day a freſh quart, 
Reſervd in a cornerto cheer up my heart. 
May I give to ny Paſſion, &c. 


4 
Witha Neighbour ortwo to tell me a Tale, 
And to Sing Chewvy-Caſe ore a pot of good Ale , 
A Snuff-50x, and ſhort Pipe ſnug, under the Range, 
Anda clean Flannel Shift as oft as I change. 
" May I give to my Paſſicn, &c. 


Without Pa{ſzy or Gout, _ [die in my chair, 
And when dead,may my Grcat,Great,Great Grandchild 
She*s gone who ſo long had cheated theDew/, [ declare, 
And the world is wel: rid of a troubleſom evil. | 
That.gave to her Paſſion an abſolute ſway, 
Till with ramping aud grunting her breath wore away 
Without Ach or Cough by a tedoins decay. 


Jack Precbyters Wiſh. Tune, The old Mans Wiſh. 


F the 1/hjgs ſhall get up, andthe Torys go down ; 
May I bave an Eftate, in Courtrey or Town, 
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Of Crown or Church-Iands, of confiderable worth, 
And a Siſter of fixteen, to whom Pll hold forth : 

May 1 trample on Princes with an abſolute ſway, 

' And grow Prouder,and Higher, and Richer than they; 

Still advancing my felf as my Rulers decay. 


2, 
To furaiſh my Table, I'll make my Cooks Diſh-up, 
For Break-faſt a Papi/?, for Dinner a Biſhop ; 
At laſt, for my Super, no daintier a thing, 
Than the Fleſh of a Duke and the Blood of a Kirz. 
' = May I trample on Princes, &c. 


. | 
* Maythe Groans of th' aficted be the reſt of my Food; 


May I {port in an Ocean of Innecent Blood , 
May I ſtick at no Miſchief that Hell can afford, . 
Whilſt I boaſt that I'm duing the work of the Laird; 
May I trample on Princes, &c. | 


o 
With Luther and Calvin, and many Saints more, 


'l1 boaft of Rel:ig7on, denying its Power ; 
With Countenance diſtorted, and fain'd whining Zeal, 
I'll Preach and Teach Monarchy into Commonweal ; 
May I trample on Princes, &Cc. 


| $ 
May all my Pls proſper, both old ones & new. ones, 


No ſhifting of Sham-Plots, no truſting of True ones ; 


May Ages hereafter in Hiſtory tel}, 


Fack Presbyter-Rampant has twice born the Bell. 
May I trample on Princes ith an abſolute Sway, 

And grow Prouder, and Higer, and Richer than they, 
Still advancing my ſelf as my Rulers decay, 


Love in Extrcmy z or the Conftant Lovers Reſolution, 
Tune, I never ſaw 2 Face till now, &c, 


Ta 


'T 
Never ſaw 2 Face till now 
That cou'd my Paſſion move, 

I Kd, and ventur'd many a look, 
But durſt not think of Love. 

Till Beauey charming e'ry ſenſe, 
An eafie conqueſt made, 

And ſhews the vainneſs bf defence, 
When Phillis does invade. 


2 -* 
But Oh ! her colder heart devies 
The thoughts her looks inſpire, 
For while on Ice ſhe Frozen lies, 
Her Eyes dart only Fire. 
Thus by extreams 1 am undone, 
Like Plants too Northward ſer, 
- Burnt by too violent a Sun, 
Or ſtary'd for want of Heat. 
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I wixt bogs and Rig tortat'd am, 
And vainly wiſh for eaſe, 

The more [ {truggle with my Flame, 
The'more it does. increale.- 

I wou'd, and wou'd not be relealt 
From thoſe ſott Chains Pve made ; 

But if I ſtrive, 'm more opprelt, 
When Phillis does ——_ 


'Her Eyes they ſo chanting are, 
 Solovely is her Facs, 
Thar gaze -onther no Moftal dare, 
And not to Love give place. 


_ -$o Mulica.*s her Angel-Voice, 


So charming is ſhe made, 
That not toLove none dare make choice, 
When Phillis does invade. 


I fain wou'd turn. my Eyes away, 
To try if ſhe'd grow kind, 

But on her Beauties they will ftay, 
Though ruine were.deſign'd : 

A Riddle is my Paſſion grown, 
No leſs it can be ſaid, 

For reaſon is ſo quickly gone, 
I7hen Phillis does invade. 


[4 
O cruel Love! why doſt thou daign, 
To wound me with' ſuch ſmart, 
And nct an equal Shaft retain 
To melt her frozen heart ? 
Or does ſhe ſtruggle with the Flame, 
To be Vidorious {aid ? 
For if ſhe does, my hopes are vain, 
Though Phillis does invade. 


Acolillimel Loyal Songs 


hd commas | 


A 


Hi 


7 However 


7 
'Howeverl will hugg my Woe, 

And figh in each ſad Grove, 
Till the relentleſs Rocks do know 
The anguiſh of my Love. 

Tis ſhe my Feavour can allay, 

No cure bur her kind aid, 

My Feavouriſh-paſhon will obey, 

Since Phillis aces invade, 

8 
And if ſhe'] ever cruel prove, 

Pl! calmly Court my Grave, 
For nothing bur her happy Love 
From Death has power to ſave ; 

But if I die 111 bleſs her: name, 
While lifes laſt murmure's ſtay'd, 
- And ftill be tender of her fame, 
That does my life invade. 


A new Song. To the Tune of, T never ſaw 2 
Face till now, &c. 


Eneath the ſhady wilew lay. 

4 Nympth more charming bright, 

| Thane' re made happy bluſhing day, - 
Or ſhone to adorn the night : 

A thouſand Cupids flutter'd round 
About the place ſhe lay, 

Wondring to ſee upon the ground 
A Nympth ſo bright and gay. 


. 2 
The Airher Face did gently. blow, 
' And all her charms appear'd, _ 
And not a God that ſaw her fo, 
But what the Nympth rever'd: 
Her ſwelling Breaſts, than Swan; more fair, FE, 
Riſing with gentle hear, 
Beyond Poetical compare, 
Beauties Immortal (ar. M 
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'3 

Ten thouſand curls did her bedeck, 
More black than Rawen; are, 

Which wanton r.und her Snowy Neck, 
To adorn the Witneſs there. 

Her Garments ruffled with the wind, 
About her gently plaid, 

And a whole World of Beauty there, 
To the open Air diſplaid: 


4 
At which the ſleepy Nymph began 
Torouze her drouzy head, 
Afraid ſhe had been ſeen by Man, 
In haſte ſhe bbuſhing fled, 
But as ſhe ran, ſhe took a ſlip, 
Which much increas'd her dread, 
And when ſhe ftrove to riſe, by a ſlip 
-She loſt her Maiden-head. 


England's Loyalty, or YORKS Welcom to the Crown, 


Tune, I never ſaw a Face *rill now. 


Cloud of Vapours, Wind, and Smoak, 
Of late Eclips'd our Skie ; 
And Treaſon (broughtunto the Teſt ) 
Converted Loyalty, 
But fince the Blaſt is overblown, 
And YORK become our King, 
Let Court and City both rejoyce ; 
And Loyal Subjects Sing, 


: 

Rebellion oft did bend and boy, 

To ſhoot His Highneſs down, 
And did contrive to overthrow, 

And keep Him from the Crown : 
But all the Wind-mills of her mouth 

Were bolted forth in vain, 
' Since he's the Sowv're;gn of the Shore, 
And Guardian of the Main, 3 No 


St 


No Squibs compos'd ef Fatuan-fire, 
Thrown from proud Eub:e's hand, 
Can blow up pureſt Marble Walls, 
Where Valour doth command : 
Though Tr:m:ſts turn their coats at will, 
And Fack ſhould Biſhop kiſs, 
"Tis but a by-blow of the State, 
And time's Periphraſis. 


Let all the Loyal Heads of Wit 
The Polititians mourn ; 

And all the Mountibanks of State 

| At Tyburn take their turn ; 

We'll play no Kingdoms at a throw, 
Nor Crowns at Lort'ries try ; 

But pay Allegiance juſt, and true, 
Unto His Maje#ty. 


Then rouſe brave ver as worlt is paſt, 
Long Life, and happy Reign, 
We'll pray for Thee whilſt health endures, 
And drink Thy health in Wine ; | 
But let 4chitophel be gone, 
And Traytors ſtand aloof, 
May not one approach thy Throne, 
Tho it be Treaſon proof. 
[1 


And ſure the Storms are turn'd to Gales, 
Heaven's clear that was or*ecalt ; 

The vapours that Eclips'd our Skie 
Are vaniſhed at laſt; 

And ſure the regal right is thine, 
And Royal Charles is dead ; 

Sure thou may 'ſt chooſe what way to ſet 
Thy Crown upon thine Head. 


7 
Advance the Loy aliſfts of State, 


A Collefion of Loyal Songs. 243 
3 


Of Church,the juſt, and goed; M -2 
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Neitroy and raze Rebellions root, 
The felt-conceited proud ; 
_ Thar all true Subjeas may live well, 
And have before rheir cye 
The:rdeareſt Carles yet till alive, 
In JAMES's Royalty. 
8 


A Cr-w3;*s the vbje of deſire, 
And Envie's mark to hit ; 

| Yet few do weigh the burth+n great, 
And forrows hang on tit ; 

In piivate ecr thy Hony®. om'), 

 AMarnzrh in thy mine; 

Contentment is 2 Treaſin e whi.h 

H:gh Spirits ſeldom find, 


A new Song. Tune, Til te!l rhee Dich, &c. 
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pm teli rell rhee, Toy, the ſtrangeſt Story, 
2ecauſe thou art an honeſt Tory; 

"118 news beyond expreſtious 
 Zich zights are no where to be ſeen 
In any Lond (God zave the Queen) 
But at our Quarter-Seſfions: 2 Vor 
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TILL 


- 


or 


Vor Rogues I zaw in zicli a place, 

As wou'd rhe Gibbet quite difgrace, 
Tis pity it ſhou'd want en © 

But how the Devil rhey came there, 

Liſt, Tow, and chil in brief declare 
And how they did recaat 'em. 


3. 
When I was late at London Town, 
To zee zome zZights e'r I went down, 
To White- hall I did venture ; 
And having on my beſt Array, 
As vine as on a Holy-day, 
Zoors I made bold to enter. 


Up ſtairs I went, which FR as broad, Sy 
And dirty too as any Road, 

Or-as the ſtreets o'th* Zity. 
Hadfſt thon been there,thou wouldft have faid 
His Majeſty had kept no Maid. 

God zooks, and that's a pity. 


dy 
When I was up, Idid diſcern 
A Chamber bigger than a Barn, 
Where I did zec Voke ſtand, 
That I was well vrighted quite, 
It, was ſo ſtrange and grim a zight, 
With Jong things in their Hand. 


6 
Their cloathing cannot well be told, 
On which were things of beaten Gold 
Upon their Back and Breaſt ; 
I doſt my Hat when I came in, 
Quorh1, pray which of you's the King : 
Which made a woundy Jeſt, 


Bs 
At laſt came by a Gentlemon, 

Who made me zoon to underſtond 

I necdnot be avear'd; M3 
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Quoth he, come on, and vollow me, 

Chil ſhew thee ſtraight His Majefty 

Vor theaſe are but his Guard, 


8 
But Tom, not any Wake or Vair 


Can ſhew zichnumbersas are there, 
Still cringing low, and bowing, 
That one may zwear, andtell no lie, 7 
They wearier are, than thou or I | 
Wirth Thrafhing or with Plowing. 
9. 
No Ants did vaſter lead ordrive, : 
Or Bees buz to or fro the Hive, 
I marl they were not dizzy ; 

Nay, zure the Nations great Avairs Y 
Lay heavily upon their Caces, 7 
They look'd zo wiſe and bukie. 

IO: 


At laſt came in His Majeſty, 

Not taller much than thou orI ; 
Yet, whatzoc*re I ail'd, 

With only gazing on His Vace, 

I tiembl'd like a Love-zick Laſs 
Jaft on the point to yield. 


I1 
Pe look'd methought, above the reſt; 
Tho nyt by half zo vinely dreſt, . 


Which made me vall a zwearing, 


A Pox upon the Parliament, W 
That will not let us pay him Rent, : By 
G.1ds only for his wearing, | | 

2 He 
A Ribbon vine came croſs avore, Br 


Zich as our Landlords Bridemen wore ; 
At end of which was hung 


A curious thing, that. ſhone as bright | W 
As Maudlin's eyes, or morning light, Tc 
When guilded by the Zun. : 


1.3 But 


A Collefiion of Loyal Songs. 
13 
But now the news, chil tell the truth, 
Hard by-i:s zide there ſtood a Youth, - 
That look'd as trim and gay, 
As if he had not Guilty bin 
Of wiſhing e're to be a King, 
Ualeſs a King of May. 
. 1 
It was the zame our Vicar zed 
Vor Treaſon ſhou'd have loſt his Head. 
Vor whi..h vive hundred Pound 
By Proclamat'on offer'd was 
To any that ſhou'd take his Grace 
In any Kerſon ground. 
Is 
Won Zundry morn, thou mayſt remember, 
I think the ewantieth of Zeprember, 
Our Parſon read a thing, 
How this zame Spark, (a vengeance on him.) 
With vorty moor, did take upon him 
To kill our Gracious King. 


I6 . 
But ſcant the vrighted harmleſs Zyain, 
That meets a Woolf upon the Plain, 
Was zo agaſt with vear : 
Wounds! if His Majeſty (quoth 1) 
Does keep no better Company, 
Chil ſtay no longer here. 


I 
With that, the Mon hos brought me in, 
By the Jacket pulld me back again ; 
| Quoth he, pray hear ye reaſon ; 
He was a What-dey-calPt, *tis true, 
But*'s Pardon makes him vree as you, 
Vrom Knavery or Treaſon. 
18 
Whaw, whaw ! quoth I, a pretty nick, 
To make Rogues honeſt by a trick 
Zo often try'd. in vain; _ M4 


As 
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As if my Bull ſhou'd gore me once, 


I'd truft the zenſeleſs Beaſt with horns H: 

To gore me 0're again. (0) 
20 

Chil e'n to Devonſhire agen, B 

Where honeſt Men are honeſt Men, W 


And Rogues are Hang'd for Rogues. 
Ods wounds ! were I His Majeſty, 
E'r zich a Zon ſhou'd countenanc'd be, 
Chid prize him as my Dogs. | 


A new Song upon Titus Oates's retreat from White 
Hall, iuto the City. To the Tane of, Chil tell tat 
Dick where I have been, 


: I 
An'ſt tell me Ceres, what curſt fate 
Hangs o're the head of Oares of late? 
Or what croſs P/anet Reigns ? | J 
That Oates the nobleſt thought at firſt, b 
And beſt, ſhoul] now be _ the worlt ; 
And vileſt of all Grains ? 


ND P 

Oates,that ſime brave and ſwagg'ring Blade, 7 
Wh:ch th' other day with lofty Head, 

lis Fellows ail o're-topr ; A 

Should for a Roguiſh weed be thrown ( 


Our of the Court; and now full blown, 
Be in the Bloſſom crop't ? 


ON 


3 
Oates, that was welcom thought to be. 
For the King*s Horſe, fit company, 
(God bleſs him evermore !) x 4 
Should now by ev*ry Groom be ſpurn'd, 
And for a Rogue in Grain be turn'd 
Out of the Stable door ? 


AColeBion _ Loyal bogs 


Had theſe Oates muſty hk or ſtale, 
Or had they any noyſorp ſmell, 

They had of blame not fail'd : 
But thcſe (as Mak it ſelf) were ſweet, 


With Coat as black as any Jet ; 


But ſome-what tail'd. 


| That Tyrant*s Jades, that Oates and H; ay : 


E 1t6- 
tnee 


Refus'd for Mans flefh, I dare fay, 
Neer ſuch an Oat? did tafte : 

And, pity *twas, his worth to ſhew, 

That he had not been long ago, 
Into their Manger caſt. 


6.' 
The caſe is hard, that Oazes, that fed 
The Nobleſt Beaſt that liv'd in Mead, 
On Paſtures Green, or Heathezyell ; 
Should be at leaft, himſelf turn'd down - 
Intothe Common of the mawn,-- 


Te feed the Calves of Bethel. 


7 
Put cheer up, Oates; *ris of no giſgrace , 
The Calves are of the City Race, 
(There are none 1uch at White-Hall;) 
And freely will their Milk give down, 
(And thou canſt ſtroak them well, *tis known) 
To feed thee in reguital,s 


3 
Some RATS: © Pedigr ee, and Strain 
Of C 17g, deriv '« rom that hleſs'd Grais.,. 


VC LE rxypt x S Fam\ne freed : 

And { b: eve, witit they aver ; 

or, wittuut dovubr, a \e (Our) Oates are 
Ot the truc G3 'lI, 7 Breed. 
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For that good Man at Court, at laſt, 
For his deſerts was highly Grac'd : 

Not for a Rogue caſhier'd. 


Io 
Yet, I doubt not, but of ſuch known, 
Divinity, had Oatesthere grown, 

He would have with 2 Rope, 
Amonglt their Leeks, and Onyox-Goas, 
(As more deſerving it by odds) 

Been long ago truit up. 


II 

Shall we, who boat true Goſpel-right, 
Inftead of doing him that Right, 

Then treat him 1yorſe than Pagan? 
And Excommunicate him clear 
Out of our Courts, as if he xyere -, 

A Miniſter of Dazon, 

12 

This ſure is a ney Popiſh-Plot ; 
Who, ſeeing now wein a Knot, 

Begin to hang together ; 
Think't the beſt way,(which Heaven defend! 
Is to untie us, and to ſend 

Our Doe&or, God knows whither, 

13 
You Charitable City-Dames, 
If no'y you w.1l ſet up your Names, ; 
Preſcrve him like Sweet-Meats : 

He flies to you, to be ſecure; | 
Keep cloſe your Fore-docrs; but be ſure, 
Guard well your Po#:e/1-Gates,” 


AEolteion of Loyal Songs. 


A New Love Song. To an excellent new Tine. 
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6-2» 
My inall her Youthful dreſs, 
'K. 5o zz2y mv Love did once appear, 


A String of charms dwelt on her Face, 
A d R»{cs dd innab'r there, 
Thus whilit rhe Enjoyment was but young, 
Each night new Pleaſures did create ; 
Harmon.ons words dropt trom her Tongue, . 
And C:yids on her Forehead fate. 
2 
But-as the Sun to 1#7ft declines, 
The £27crn Skis doth colder groy ; 
An «1! its Bliſt ring Looks reftigne, 
To th? pale-fa.*d Moor: that rules beloy : 
Whil:t Lcve was e:ger, brisk and warm, 
My Chloe then was kind and gay ; 
But when by Time I loft the Charm, 
Her Swiles like dutamn Gropt away... 


A Collefiion of Loyal Songs. 


: Fa 
WM Tom and Doll, or the Modeſt Maids Delight, To ay . 
|| Exceilent new Tune, Yo 
'Þ| : 
# 3 
Il | Sil] 
Fie 
| 
Yo 
Cr 
IEEE : 
To 
By 
| 7 ; TH 
wW Hen the Kine had given a Px1 ſull, 
'. Andthe Sheep came bleating home, C 
De!l who knew it would be healthful, 
Went awaiking with young Tor : $| 
Rand in os -%h 
Ore the Land S; - A 
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Faith ſays Tom, the time is fitting - 
We ſhall never get the like ; 
You can never get from Knitting 
 Whilt I'm Digging in the Dike; 
Noy we're gone too, 
And alone too, 
No one by to ſee, or kniow 
Come, come, D6/y orithee ſhall 1 2 
Sill ſhe ito 'd, No, 10, 0,970, &C, 


2, 
Fie upon you Men, quoth Dez, 


In wv hat Snares you'd make us fall, 


You'l get nothing bur the folly, . 
Bur I ſhall get the Devil and all 
Tom ith Soubs, 
Ard ſome dry Bobs, | 
Cry'd, you're a Fool r0 3rgue ſo ; 


Come, come, Do.y, ſhall I? ſhall I ? 


Still ſhe anſwer'd, No, 20, n0, 20, &C. 


4. 

To the Tavern then he took her, 
ineto Love's a Friend confeſt, 

By the _ Ne otren hes ons 


Dol grew IG 
And thought no harm ; 
Till after a brisk Pint or two, 
To what he ſai?, the filly Maid * 


Could 'hardiy bring out, No, zo, 0, 10, &c; 


She ſ\yore he was the ny Fellow 
in the Countrey or the Ton, 

- And began to groiy ſo melloy, 

On © Couch he laid her down ; 

T<cim came to her, 

For to jyoe her. 


A Collefiion of Loyal Songs, 
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Thinking this the time to try, 
Something paſt { kind ac laſt, 
Her no was chang'd to 1, 1,17,71, I, I, &c, 
6 
Cloſely then they joyn'd their Faces, 
Lovers you know what mean, 
Nor could ſhe hinder his Embraces, 
Love was now too far got in; 
Both now lying 
Panting dying, 
Calms ſucceed the Stormy Joy, | os ] 
Tom would fain renew't again, 
And ſhe conſents with 7, 7,1, I, 1, I, &c. -. 


Oates well! Thraſh'd, beins a Dis _ between n C un- { 
trey Farmer, and his \: 24 jack. Time, Which no 
body can deny, Repent the Burden twice. 
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()" Ozte: laſt week not 1yyorth a Groar, T 
Have Sir, (which all do wonder at) 
Aboumination thriv?d of late : I 
A 


Maſter. Which no beay can deny, Sir, 
Be all the Tribe of Oates accurft, 4 | F 
And the old Dotard too, that firſt 
The Brat within hi: Hedges nurſt, 


[nd ſow'd ſuch wicked Seed, Boy, 
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|  Fack. 
Gcod Maſter, I pray your Fury ſtop; 
For, as the ſaying is,. I hope, 
You'll ſhortly ſee a DoFor-Crop, 
Maſter. And many more beſi zdes, Str. 
A curſe on every thing that's call'a Oazes , 
Both Old and Young, buth Black and White Oztes ; 
Both Long and Short, both Light and 7!te Oaxes ; 
Fack. T hate the Vip'rous Seed, Boy. 
Your Oates, now ripe, Sr, do appear, 
For they begin to hang the Ear : 
The.time of cutting them draws near, 
Maſi er. If my Skill fails me not, Sir, 
Then down with em, and all their Train ; 
Let not a Blade of them remain, 
Our poor Land to infect again : 
= Tack.» Tis pity one ſhould ſcape, Boy, 
ere ſhail IReek them, (the $:che 's Edge 
They've felt in Barn or under, Hedge ? 
For they are fr for Cart or Sledge, 
Mal er. nad Roping only ao want, Sjy, 
Een if thou wilt, lodge them inthy Barn, 
For they ſhall ne'er come amongtt my Corr ; 
Or cart them, if rhou wilt, to Tyburn ; 
Fack. And there to tr ul: them up, Boy. 
. Tl are hous'd, Sr; But the 7+afþ all Senſe 
Exceeds, thar*s in *em ; by what means, 
This filthy Oates ſhall we ere cleanſe? 
Maſter. From all that Reguiſh tuff, Sir. 
Go, geta pack of ſturdy Louts, 
And let thern luftily thraſh their Coats : 
Too well you cannot thraſh damn'd Oares ; 
Fack. 1! hich no bedy can deny, 7 
TY are tharſh'd ard wimb'd, and made as clean 
As hands can do*r, bur all in vain; 
For ſj 1] baſe Oares behind remain : 
What ſhall we do with 'em, Sir. 


Maſtex. 
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Let fem divided be (like Martyrs 
Of Royal Juſtice) into Quarters ; 
Then ground in Mill, or bray'd in Morters: 


So Oates ought to be ſerv, Zoy. 


How ſhall I uſe the Straw * *Tis good 
Only to caſt out into the Road, 
And underfoot to Dung betrod ;_ 


And there to lie and. ret, Sir, 


Burn'r, like an Heretick, in Flame ; 
And evpiate © our Guilr and Shame, .. 
For giving Lovg-tail'd Oates ſuch Fame; 


Abhorr'd by all but us, Boy. 


Beyond Sea th'are kickt ont of Doyr ; 
But held with us herc in {ach Store, 
That Oates we even do a7Tore : 

Fock. 
Whar a!) we now at laſt. Sr, do 
With :his {ne paultry Oates, by You 
So hated, and admir*d by few; 


Ma Tr er. 


But Curs'd be Oates, ſay I, Boy. 


AN, 1 rhoſe bo: IE Knaves ana Fools, ©, 


Let 7 +ter be caft to R2tcnous Hogs, 
Or g:.n.! tor Meat for hingry Dogs ; 
And no witr: Sown, but 18 


Or bottoia of a Fakes, Buy. 


, . 
Or to the Fyylso'th? Air be chrown, . 
By Vermin to be vrey d n0n ; 
Or out 0th Worid by Whiri-winds blown, 


L.et ev'ry 


To 1? PowiPs Arſe 


of Peak, Boy, 
gue, and Tail th" 1/e | 


Of iam, ot ; yl; £ Rea't, dchnie 
Oz: es {v a teſt 


ie, fo vic: 


14a *twillbe ſo, thoul't ſee, B:}. 


. v ©", * = 
Cr it to Pozery thou in-line, 


Th 


2'1't have Ontes incag d 1n Shrine, 


J ' Y > 
&nd ſhew abzur that Tr; Þ-Dz 


Gnd this will get thee Pence, 
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Let'it, good Maſter, pray beſo; 
And PII amongſt the Papiſts go, 
With my O Raree Shite, and my O brave Show, 
Till I a Penfion get, Sir 
And then Il Coach it up and down, 
From Countrey, and from Town to Town, 
Till o're the World I've made Oates known, 
For a very Rogue in Grain, S1r, 


The happy return ef the Old Dui cx-Miller. To the 
Tune of the Firſt, 


I 
Ood People of England I hope you have had 
Experience of my Art in my Trade ; 

For I am the M/ler that was here before 

That ground Women young, of four or five ſcore. 
Then make hat Cuſtomers, bring in your Tribes, 

I'll quickly diſpatch them without any Bribes. 
For I am ſo Zealeus for Whiglanders crew, 


Tl cure their Diſiempers with one turn or two. N 
2 An 
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And now (for your comfort) I am come again 
To cnre the defeCQion in all your Men ; 


Whether they be FaQtious, Stupid, or Lame ; J 
Let's ſee &'rea Chymiſt that can do the ſame. 
Then make haſt cuftomers, &c. | 7 
3 
If you have ere a City that's troubled with Simples; + ] 


That's over'rich grown, and has Rebellious Pimples 
Pl ftrip it of all theſe defeRs in an hour, 

And make it ſubmir to the King or the Tower. 
Then come away cuſtomers, &C. 


a 
It any pretending Whig-Sheriff yet dare, 

(In theyear of his Office) Arreſt the Lord Mayor ; 
Let them come to my Mill, if their Inſolence muſt 
Be taken a Peg lower, I'll Grind them to duſt, 

Then make ha#t euſtomers, &c. 


If any grave Alderman "2 FOO and Swears, 

Till he runs the great hazzard of loſing his Ears. 
Let him bring but his Toll, and to cover his ſhame, 

I'll hide him th” Hopper, and dip him i*th* Dam. 
Then make haſt cufiomers, &c. 

6 

If any hot Zealots, or tubulent Cite, 

With Tumults and Ryots run out of their wits ; 
For the Toll I'll fo tame *em, that they ſhall be all 

Like Flower of Patience, T'1l Grind *em fo ſmall. 
Then make haft cuſtomers, &c. 


If you have e're a Fop that's proud of a String, 
And fain would aſpire to the Throne of a King; 
Bring him to my M111, 1 will preſently ſhew 
If he's qualified for a Monzrch, or no. 
Then make haſt cuſtomers, &c. 
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It you havee're a Lord that's a Pimp to his Wife, 
And to hide his Horns would venture his life: 
Send her to my M1] ; Vl venture a Tryal, 
To make her as honeſt as ere he was Loyal. 
Then make haſt cuſtomers, &c. 


9 
If you have e're a Slabbering Lord that's a Fvcl, 
And ſitsin Cabals, three Kengdoms to rule, 
And ftands for a Stares-man; I'll make him as able 
As ever a Helper in all his own Stable. 
Then make haſt cuſigmers, &c. 
10 
If you have e're a Lord that uſed to Preach 
I'th* top of a Crab-Tree, aboveall your rezch, 
And itill the Lozds-Supper expos'd in Lamb-woe!:; 
Send him to my Mi#; I'll reform his skull : 
Then make haſt cuſtomers, &C. 


It 
If you have e're a Knight that's aKnave & Thead: brare, 
That deals in Neck-laces, and ſuch kind of Ware, 
And ſtole the beſt Plo?, now hides it in Briſtol: 
Bring him to my Mi, T'll make him confeſs't all. 
Then make haſt cullomers, &c. Se, 


12 
If you have, or had, any Sheriffs that are Whigs, 
That have cut off ſome Heads,& arecutting off Legs. 
Bring them and their Perjur'd Juries together, 
Pl turn *em all round in my Mz] with the weather. 
Then make haſt-cuftomers, &c. 
T3 
If you have e*re a Door that hasnere a mouth, 
. But a hole in the place for a Noſe North and South : 
Put him in my MziJ, I ſhall make him ſpeak ſenſe 
Behind and before, like a Nuzgker in Trance. 
Then make haſt cuftomers, . &C. 
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And now (for your comfort) I am come again 
To cnre the defe&ion in all your Men ; 


Whether they be FaQtious, Stupid, or Lame ; Ge 
Let's ſee &'rea Chymilt that can do the ſame. 
Theu make haſt cuftomers, &c. | T] 
R | 
If you have ere a City that's troubled with Simples; - If 
That's over*rich grown, and has Rebellious Pimples _ | 
ll ſtrip it of all theſe defeRs in an hour, þ 
And make it ſubmir to the King or the Tower. 
Then come away cuſtomers, &C.. 7 
"1 
If any pretending Whig-Sheriff yet dare, 1 


(In theyear of his Office) Arreſt the Lord Mayor ; 
Let them come to my Mill, if their Infolence muſt 
Be :aken a Peg lower, I'll Grind them to duſt, 

Then make ha#t cuſtomers, &c. 


- If any grave Alderman "EE 0B and Swears, 

Till he runs the great hazzard of loſing his Ears. 
Let him bring but his Toll, and to cover his ſhame, 

I'll hide him th” Hopper, and dip him i'th* Dam. 
Then make haſt cuftomers, &c. 

6 

If any hot Zealots, or tubulent Cits, 

With Tumults and Ryots run out of their wits ; 
For the Toll I'll fo tame *em, that they ſhall be all 

Like Flower of Patience, T'1l Grind *em {o ſmall. 
Then make ha#ft cuſtomers, &c. 


If you have e're a Fop tha proud of a String, 
And fain would aſpire to the Throne of a King; 
Bring him to my M111, 1 will preſently ſhew 
If he's qualified for a Monarch, or no. 
Then make haſt cuſtomers, &c. 
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If you havee're a Lord that's a Pimp to his Wife, 
Andto hide his Horns would venture his Jife : 
Send her to my Mill; V1l venture a Tryal, 
To make her as honeſt as e*re he was Loyal. 
Then make haſt cuſtomers, &c. 


9 
If you have ere a Slabbering Lord that's a Fvcl, 
And ſitsin Cabals, three Kengdoms to rule, 
And ſtands for a Stares-man; I'll make him as able 
As ever a Helper in all his own Stable. 
Then make haſt cuſſomers, &c. 
10 
If you have c're a Lord that uſed to Preach 
I'th* top of a Crab-Tree, aboveall your rezch, 
And iti]l the Lords-Supper expos'd in Lamb: woe!; 
Send him to my Mi4; IfI! reform his skull : 
Then make haſt cuſtomers, &C. 


II 
If you have e're aKnight that's aKnave & Thead: brare, 
That deals in Neck-laces, and ſuch kind of Ware, 
And ſtole the beſt P/oz, now hides it in Briſtol: 
Bring him to my MiZ, I'll make him confeſs't all, 
Then make haſt cuſtomers, &c. 


12 
If you have, or had, any Sheriffs that are Whigs, 
That have cut off ſome Heads,& are cutting off Legs. 
Bring them and their Perjur'd Juries together, 
PH turn *em all round in my Mz1/ with the weather. 
Then ' make haſt-cuftomers, &c. 
T3 
If you have e*re a DyFor that hasne re a mouth, 
. But a hole in the place for a Noſe North and South : 
Put him in my MZ, I ſhall make him ſpeak ſenſe 
Behind and before, like a Quaker in Trance. 
Then make haſt cuftomers, . &C. 


1:4 If 
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Tf he has been Perjnr'd ten thouſand times o're, 

And for want of Imployment, begins to grow oor ; 
I'1l make him as Rzch (if he knows his own name) 

As when he came mumping {rom Flanders or r Spazn. 
Then make ha$t Cuſtomers, &c. 

Is 

If Forty Reli igions hedares to believe. 

And yet Preacheth Blaſphemy, Fools to deceive: 
Bring him to my M1, with more of the Gr2f7 ; 

Pl make him 2 Devil, a Man, or a BeaF#. 
Then make h 1ſt Cuſtomers, &c. 


16 
If you have any Plots, either ſham one or true ones ; 


Bring our the contrivers, both black ones & blew ones: 


P!1 either refine: *mq, from all their paſt 7/, 
Or elſe I will ftrangle them all in my Mill. 
Then make h1ft Cuftomers, bring in your Tribes, 
PU quickly diſpatch them without an 7p Bribes : 
For I am ſo Zealous for Whiglanders Crew, 
I'll cure their Diſtempers with one turn or two, 


4 New Song, Perjury PuniſÞd, or Villainy Laſh'd: To 
the Tune of, Packington's-Pound. 


A Perjur'd Villain here you ſee 
Nounted upon the Pillory ; 

He that the Pulpit did Prophane, 
Shall ne'rebe ſented there again ; 
To Whipping then we do himr bring, 
Laſh till he crys, God Save.the King. 


Ie) | 
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A Synernrn fn RR Jong: 


SU HEEL 


"Os 
Nd T:t775 he walkt about Wefiminſeer -Hall, 
Vath Paper on Front, Saluting them ail ; 

Bur never was yet a Volumn fo large, 

That could but contain what's Conſcience doth charge. 
His. Ears mult be ſpar'd, 
Becauſe they have heard 

Folks whiſper in London, when T;t:z5 aypear'd 
Beyond the rough Sea, and many miles wide, 
From whence, in a mOment, with eaſe he could ſtride. 
2 

On Pillor y next, tie mounts with a Grace, 

As if he'd been us'd to fit in that place ; 

Theugh ftale Eggs and Oranges ſawcily flies, 

Their Battery {ill he boldly defies. 
Tho? hide?s not fo ruff 
As his Turkiſh Buff, 

He's certain it will bold out well enongh. 
Since his Face 38s like Frafs, and ſo will remai7, 
Of ſuck gentle ſtorms he'll never complain, 
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| Ar City Exchange next day he appears, 
Whcre whining Phanaticks Saluted his Ears ; 
Their Pzllory'd Prophet they boldly defend, 
Who can't ſaqe them, nor himſelf, in the end. 
His Throne they pull'd down, 
To the City's Renown, 
The Relicks on ſhoulders they bore up and down: 
Burt tyr*d with Proceſſion, 'twas Judg'd for the beſt, 
In Priſon theſe Zealots ſhould take up their neſt. 


4 
The day that ſucceeds, at humble Carts-tail, 
From Aldgate, to Newgate, he's Whip*d without fail ; 
Like Spaniard he moy d, with motion moſt grave, 
Yet from cruel Rod it did not him ſave, 
| The kind City Dames 
Whoſe hearts he inflames, 

Againſt his hard Fate, with fury exclaims, 
And fighing, and whining, they ſpare not their Tears ; 
Whilſt on tender back the laſhes appears. 


Aday now of reſpite is s their Saint, 
Whoſe bold impudence ſends forth no complaint, 
He's often ſaluted by Siſter moſt kind, 
Whilſt Plaſter is put on the place juſt behind. 

He ſlabbers and ſmacks, 

And nothing he lacks, 

They'd venture their Bellies as well as their Backs 

For Tits their Friend, who with a ſtrong breath, 
Had ſentmany Innocent People to death. 


6 
But then ſays the Zealons, they were only Papiſts, 
Which we hate ten thouſand times worſe than Arhetſts; 
Though he did ſwear falſe, *twas with good intent, 
That he might eſtabliſh a new Governent ; 
He would but pull down, 
The Mz#re, and Crown, | 


And ſet-up a Baftard upon-England's Throne, RN 
= n 
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And alter the Tide of Religion, and Laws, 
Depending upon the Merits of the Cauſe. 


7 

Next day on a Sledge their Martyr was ſeated, 
Where laſhes on's Shoulders were often repeated; 
Their loud Acclamations the Rabb/e ſent out, 
And hoped e*re long to have *cother bout. 

The DeFor's not ſh | 

With them tocorÞly, | 

'Tis a thouſand to one at Thburn he'll die | 

For Sodomy, or ſome other ſmall fin, 


Which his 7anizaries againſt him do bring, 


8 
But fince Learned DeFor has paſt his Degrees, 
AMan of that Station muſt pay all his Fees 
A number of Witneſſes he did Subborn, 
| Who, without Scruple were all plainly Forſworn. 
Of Blaſphemy too, 2 
He's Guilty 'tis true, | 
Lies fair tohis charge without more ado ; 
When all this is done, will Sodomy come, 
And bring him a Rope to finiſh his doom. 


An CU Oe ls re EIS IS Es 


9, 
But though his condition we much do bemoan, 
We hope that at Tybarn he dies not alone; 
May other falſe Tr.zytors upon him attend, 
And there for their erimes, make an Infamous end. 
Our Good King God blels, 
His Senate no leſs, 
That ftill does endeavour his Foes to ſuppreſs, 
May Religion eſtabliſhed no time decay, 
That Foppiſh Phanaticks may never bear ſway. 


_ _ 
EO ES > ns rene ns 
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A new Song. Tune, A Beggarl will be, &c. 


7 
| | NJ 
Ray liſten well, while I deſcribe I 
A Trimmer in the Church, 
Who Preaches oft, but for the Pray'rs [; 
He'll leave you in the lurch ; s 
For a Trimmer he will bggwill be; V 


For a Trimmer he will be. 
2 | 1 
And here in the Pulp:r, 
A Trimmer you will find, 7 
With Trimming coldnefs in the Mouth, | 
But Treaſon in his Mind ; d 
For a Trimmer he will be, &c. 
| B 


3 
This Trimmer, to play the Rogue 


With a better Grace, F, 
Choſe, out of the whole Land, 
To Marry into Cromwels Race; LY T 
Thus a Trimmer,-cc. 
; 4 B 
This Trimmer the Engagement took + 
During Cromwel/'s Reign, Ti 
Bur at the Reſtauration ; 
2 He ſpew*d it ouragain ; T 


Tet nr Trimmer, &Cc. 


| Wy 
| Thus this Trimmer, EA upermoſt, - 
| He cho the Rebels fide ; SZ Fo 
| But when the King came in again, 
: He ſtrait fwam with the tide ; | Tl 
| For a Trimmer, &C : 
| " | BL 

This Trimmer ſo profits | 

By his Prince's coming in, T6 
That from a Nox conformiſt Preacher, 
Up he ftarts a Dean; 


Tet a Trimmer, &C. % 7 This 


15 


This Trimmer, as ſoon 
As he Preferment gets, 
Immediately diſcovers 
He has not left his Cheats: 
But # Trimmer,  & ; 
| it OP 
What worſe could this Trimmer do, 
His FunCtionto diſgrace, 
Than being got into the Church, 
The Altar to Deface? 
Thus a Trimmer, &C. 


9 

No ſooner is a fooliſh Lord 
For a Traytor known, _ 

But he juſtifies his Loyalty, 
And confirms it by his own; 

For a TYimmer, &C. 


10 
This Trimmer inſtruQs 
"This Traytor how to die; 
But when he'squeſtion'd for't, 
He Ricks not at a Lie; | ; 
Thus a Trimmer, &C. 
1% 
This T-:9wer has a Brother Scof, 
As great a Re--e as he, 
Supporter, and Speech-maker chief, 
To th* whole Conſpiracy ; 
For Trimmers they, &C. 
12 
This T-:11mer Scot toſtay 
To ſwing was loath, 
But has left his Brother Trimmer here, 
I hope will hang for both ; 
Tor Trimmers they will be, will be ; 
For Timmers they well be, 


.N 
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4 Dialogue between Bowman the Tory, and Prance 
the Runagado. 4 new Seng. To the Tune of, Hark 
the Thundring Canons roar. 


Bowman. 

Ome murdering Miles, where's your Sedax e 
4 Or where's the Man you kad ir from ? 
| Which you carryed Goafrey in, 
| With Ropes about your Necks Boys? 
| Nays where is Mr. Howſes Horſe, 
Which had been ſold at Pentzicoff, 
On which thou ſworſt the Corps rid Poſt, 

Above two years before Boys ? 

: Prance. | 

By all the Gods I do adore, 
Mahemet, and what e*re I ſwore, 
I never ſaw ſince, nor before, 


-1..- - That Godfrey which was Murder'd : 
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For Money I did {wear and lie, 
To give the Plot a deeper dye, 
Old Tony promis'd to ſtand by, 
And ſee our matters order'd. 
Bowman, 
That Water-Witch it was his ſpell, 
That froze up Styx, the way to Hell, 
The Thames, the Seas, and every Cell, 
Juſt to the Gates of Pluzo ; 
The Helleſpont was frozen 0 re, 
To both the Ax:iles, Sea and Shore, 
That the World might ne're have motion more, 
To ſave the Whigs as you do. 
Bowman. 
Your Hamdennow is Guilty found, 
*Twill coft him forty thouſand Pound, 
Pox ! Money's butan empty found, 
When Knaves deſerve to ſwing, Pravce, 
Had forty Pound been offer'd there, 
To all that would come-in and ſwear, 
He would have fallen to Ketches ſhare, © 
To teach him Tyburn-ſtring Dance. 
Prance. 
*Zounds the Lords are out o'th* Tower, 
In ſpight of all our Perjur*d Power, 
Damn'd Oztes and I are {carce ſecure, 
All our Intregues do faulter : 
Out of the Tower without an Oates, 
To give advice, or Rump of Votes, 
'Zblood, we muſt cut our own Thoats, 
To keep, out of the Halter. | 
Prance. 
Nay, that which plagues me worſt of all, 
They kickt me out of Goldſmiths-Hall, 
And ſwear that I diſgrace them all 
One curſed Tory ſcratcht me 
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In everyplace where e're I come, 
L ike Sheep from Wolves from me Folks run, 
Three times a day I am drunk alone, © 
For fear old Nick ſhould fetch me. 
Bowman, 
Well Prance, now look but five years back, 
How many Necks thy Tongue made crack, 
It's time for thine to go to wrack, 
Fos Perjury and Treaſon : 
Since thou abhorr'ſt both C-vſ5 and Maſs, 
Thou may*ſt pull down thy Sign o*ch' Croſs, 
And hang thy ſelf at the ſame Poſt, 
It is Right and Reaſon, 
| Prance, 
T'll firſt ſee-Rut/and, Kenge, and thee, 
Hang'd up for Tory Loyalty, 
I'd be both Hang'd and Damn'd to ſee, 
With Towſer in the Number, 
After I would not liye to Dine, 
But down-right drunk with Brandy Wine, 
Straight into th' Sea with Herd of Swine, 
For Circumſtance. I am ander. 


The Tory Song on His Highneſs's return from Scotland, 
Tae, The Prince of Orange's Delight. 
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$ | 
Oom, room for Cavaliers,britng us more Wine, 
| His Highneſs is Landed, about with the Glals; 


The Brimighaw-piece is but counterfeit Coyn, 
Yet fain for good Starling among us wou'd paſs. 


Hey Bowman more Wine, 
Fill up to the brim ; 
While Zealots repine, 
We'll frolick and ſing ; 


For Oats is confounded, that turn- coated Ronng. head: 


Thea let us be Loyal, and true to our King. 


at 
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A little old Conjure: threw ſo much Braſs, 
And Pewter, and Copper among the true Coyn ; 
That hardly a Peny of Money can paſs, 
Bur what is Clipr, Plated, or waſh'd very fine, 
Bur thine Boy, and mine, 
Bears the Stamp of the King, 
Then ler's have more W ine, 
While good Money we bring ;- 
John Thum is confounded,that brazen fac*'dRound=head; 
Then let us be Loyal, and true to our King. 


3 
With ſuch a bold, impudent, and brazen-face, 
They'd paſs tor true Mztzle, altho* but waſh'd o're; 
The Kings Stamp and Image they only diſgrace, 
As they did their Lord and Creator's before : 
But thine Boy, and mine, 
Bears the ſtamp of the King, 
Then let's have more Wine, 
While good Money we bring ; 


For Care.is confaunded, that Shiſmatick Rouna-head, 


Then let us be Loyal and true to our King. 


Yet (what is moſt noted) theſe Brimigham Elves 
To bear the true ſtamp, are ſo brazen'd with Art, 
That they wou'd have nothing to paſs but themſelves, 
Altho* they'r bur Copper, and Gall at the heart, 
But thine Boy, and mine, 
Bears the ſtamp of the King, 
Then let's have moxe Wine, 
While good Sterling we bring; [head, 
Sow-ſucking Hog is confounded, that treach'rous Round- 
Then let us be Loyal, and.true to our King. 


$ 
They call themſelves Loyal, nay more, love the King, 
Yet Royalifts, Tory, and Papiſt miſ-call ; 
And rail at all thoſe who ſtznd up foe. the thing, 
With L'Efravge, Heraclitus, and Thompſon, and all. 
| N3 *Gainſt 
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*Gainſt theſe, the Slaves 

Their Libels they fling; 

Yet they are the Knaves 

That do Libel the King; 


_ ButLomgley's confounded thatPhamphletingRound-head 


Then let us be Loyal, and true to our King. 
6 
Thus Brimizh an: ſtill the tamp-Royal rebukes, 
With Brazen=t2c'd Impudence guilded fo fine ; 
Who hates the Kings P:iQuure as well as the Dukes, 
And loves it in nothing unleſs in his Coyn ; 
But let him fill paſs 
For a counterteit thing, 
About with the Glaſs, 
And merily ſing ; - | 
For Bez is confounded, that Cuckoldy Ro»nd-head ; 
Then let us be Loya!l, and true toour King, 


7 
To the King and the Queen, fill it up to the top, 


The Duke & the Dutches, whom Heav'n has reſtor'd ; 


And next Hans in Kelger, the Royal Blew-Cap ; 
To all the trae Iffue, and each Loyal Lord: 
Crown every Glaſs, 
Fill *em up to the brim : 
Abour let *em paſs, 
| Wh.l-z we merily Sing; 
For Da{dwin's confounded, that impudent Round head; 
Then let ns be Loyal, and true to our King. 


3 
To brave Albemarl, the next we ll purſue, 
With Worſter, and Clarendon, Seymore, and Hall; 
To all to their King, and their Countrey aretrue, 
Who Loyalty love, and confound the Cabal. 
If Monarchy ſhine, 
And Bowman but bring 
God {tore of brisk Wine, 
We'll make the Dog ring ; 
. For Tony's confounded, that Spiggoted Round-head; 
Then. let us be Loyal, and true to our King: 


end 
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A New Song. To theTune of, State and Ambition. 


Hark, hark, what noiſe is this that doth rebound, 
And fills the buifte Air with pleaſing ſound ? 
What Glorious ObjefPs this that Feaſts our Eyes. 
And ſtrikes our heart with wonder, and ſurpriſe ? 
This is the happye#t day that &re was ſeen, 
Long live, and flouriſh both our King, and Queen. 


| 1 
AMES our Great Monarch is Crown'd with all Glory, 
And ours the bleſt Nation that's under the Sun, 
All the whole World is fill d up with His Story ; 
Th'Applauſe He has gain*d,and th*Horour He has won. 
On the rough Seas our Foes He oppoſed, 
And purchas'd our freedom with the hazzard of His, 
His Prudence preſerv'd us, and wiſely diſpoſed, 
Our hearts to unite, without danger, or ſtrife. 


; þ 
Neighbouring Nations our Amity Courteth, 
So brave and ſo War-like is 7Fames our great King ; 
The French, Dutch, and Spaniard here daily reſorteth, 
And all other Nations their Complements bring ; 
For to Congratulate Great CASAR'S Glory; 
Which ſpreads its clear Splendour o're all the valtGlobe 
Diſtractions are vaniſh'd of Whigs, and of Tories, 
And ſeems contented from Rags to the Robe, 


3 

Then theHafs they flie off, & theHealths they go round us 

To James our Juſt Monarch,& His Beauteous Queen, 
The exceſs of our Joy, doth almoſt confound us, 

A day of ſuch Glory was never yet ſeen ; 
th? midſt of our Bliſs, *tis a finto be ſober, 

We'll forfeit our freedom if we do not drink fair, 
He's not a good SubjeR, nor yet a true Toper, 

That puzles his Senſes with Politick care. 


N4 4 The 
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4 
The Bells, and the Bonefires cannot interupt us, 
Our Frolicks goe round, and aſcend to the Skie, 
The poyſon of Policy ne're ſhall corrupt us; 
The ſullen Phanaticks our company Flies. 
Let us not conſume then our Brains withdull thinking, 
But kill rhe long hours with Pleaſure, and Mirth ; 
We'd rather expire with overmuch drinking, 
Than Plotting, and Setting ſhould bave a new birth iſ 


To all the King's ii we'd drink confuſion, 
To Politick. Plotters DeſtruRtion and Shame, 
We hope to convert them all in the Concluſion, 
And by our example to play a ſure Game. 
Whilſt their Foppz/þ folly conſumes them with dulnelg 
And brings them at laſt to wry-mouth*d Grimaſs, 
Our heats enlighten'd with Joy and. With. Fulneſs, 
When th' unpity'd Plotter doth die like an Aſs. 


6, 
*Tis we're the bold Heroes that Guard the Nation, 
And raiſe its Glory more high than the Skies 
Our Voices exalt now this great Coronation, 
And with Acclamations i} wiſhers defies : 
Their Charms are too weak, our Joys for to hinder, 
Which in our full -Cups:we cheertully fend, 
There's not in our Station ſo bold an Offendre, 
That dare but refuſe us to drink to the end. 


The bounty of Heaven "TY? AF all its bleſſings, 
Upon our good King and His amiable Queen, 
May no true Felicity ever be miffiing, 
But in Their fuli Splendour be perfectly ſeen, 
And may all Fheir Subjects with frm Loyal Duty 
Obey with conreat Their eahe Commands ; 
Like hearts that are Sacrific'd all ro Her Beauty, 
May Their Royal Precepts atno time withſtand. 


- Cate! 
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Oates's Lamentation, and a Viſion that appear*d to him 
face his Tryal ; at the Kings Bench. To the Tune of 
State and Ambition. . * 


- 
” Due to my Title, of Saviour oth Nation, 
'A My Forty Commiſſions, and Spaniſh Black-Bills, 
My twelve Pound a week, and hopes of Salvation, 
Six Diſhes a day which my Demons off fills: 
Now I muſt be whipt thro' eachCountry o'th' Kingdom 
' In each Corporation in P:Yory mult ftand, 
Our-face the contempt of all Chriftians,& when done, 
Muſt return home for Tyburn,to hang & be damn'd. 


2 

I no God nor Devil believed nor feared, 

Until fince my Tryal one night in the Goal,. 
A Legion of Fiends in-my Chamber-appeared, 

There over my Þrazen-fac'd Conſcience did quale :. 
They ſhew d all my actions, my Bums and my Po-tures, 

As we us'd to ſcamper on Flock-beds and Floors; 
How Iam the worſt of: all Sadomites Baſtards, 

Iſtuck tomy Bums and kickt out all the Whores. 


| RG 
Then Whiteoread & Fenwick, brave Gavin & Harcourt, 
Turner and Pickering, Coleman and Langhorn, 
Treland, Grove, S taley ; I deſerve to hang for't, 
And Stafford came bleeding and in the ſame form, 
Their heads in their hands,they quiteround me moved 


Blood ſprung as from Fountains where their heads had. 


This Lifon with horror my Conſc:en:e reproved [ itood, 
They lei all my Chamber beſm:ared with blood. 


No Mercy from God, nor Man [ c211 hope, for 
Abus'd both my Countrey, my God and my King, 
ite Deſtruction of all I moit falicly have ſworn for, . 
Tae.mott Loyal Families to ruine did bring; 
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Yet am ſo Caſe-hardned ; I cannot repent ir, 
My Soul is ſwell'd bigger than it was before : 
Black Treaſon or Murder, I till would atrempr it, 
Were 1 to be Damn'd, and hang'd at the Door, 


Tory and Cianey were fecker imploy'd me, 
Sent me to St. Omers a Plot forto find ; [me, 
They found me a Foo! for their turn when they'd try'd 
*Zounds, I all the while left the Plot here behind, 
Which 3 parts o'th* Nation with Toxy had ſigned; 
|  Refilv'dto Rebel, and ourKing to-Dethrone ; 
But his Stars by providence, ours hath out-ſhined. 
And left me like a Rogue to be hang'd all alone. 


6 
Twenty from St. Omers all proved me Perjur'd, 
And Fifty from Staffordſkire made it as plain , 
Treland dy'd wrongfully to my Souls hazard, 
Andall that I ſwore againſt dyed the ſame; 
Belides, my own Evidence came in againft me, 
 Call'd me Rogue, and fpillerof Innocent Blood 
Yer ſtill PH deny all to fave thoſe advanc'd me, | 
Whoſe Party maintains me with Gold, Drink & Food. | 


Then he like a Hog fell to flnde I left him, 
. Ty'd up with his Irons and his bloody black Soul, 
Content to be Damn'd as old Tony had taught him, 
ForPerjured Murder, no Fiend ere fo foul : 
Yet he muſt be hang'd: for the honour o'th* Nation, 
That Innocent Blood may not threaten the Crown 
Of the King or Queen Mary, the Worlds admiration, 
Whole Sceprer ſhall flouciſh and ne're tumble down, 


O— ——— -— - Oo - - _—— 0 i 
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The Loyal Iriſh-man. Tune, Iriſh Tret* or Fingaul 77g. 
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[ me, 
ry'd 
d, 
C 
Y bony dear Show, _y  Crony, my Honey, . | 
Why doſt thou grumble, and keepin thy words 

, Sighing and crying, and groaning and frowning, [ſo? 

s Ah why doſt thou fill lay thy hand onthy Sword fo ? 
Food, BY What if the Tray7ors will talk of States-matters, . 

| And rail at the King, without cauſe or reaſon ; 

We'll Love on, and let buſineſs alone, 

), For billing and kiſling can ne*re be found Tresſon- 
N, S | R 

s Plotting and Sotting, and railing and fooling; 
Y Gods Nowns, with the Rabble is now all the Faſhion : 
yn {1 Swearing and Tearing, Caballing and Brawling ; 
on, | By Chreeſ? and St. Patrick, *twill ruine rhe Nation : 
xn, M=r(u He's but a Widgeon that talks of Religion, 


Since Rebels are now the Reformers and Teachers, 
S -FSodomis Diſciples Debauches the People, 
| Goa Heavendefend us from more of ſuch Preachers. 


=S 
Viſions, Seditions, and railing Petitions, . 
The Rabble receive, .and are wondrous merry: 
Ail can remember the fifth of November, 
Sut no man the thirtieth of January: Thik-- 
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Talking of Treaſon without and Reaſon, 

Will loſe the poor City its bountiful Charter ; 

The Commons harranging will them to hanging, 
Tho” each Puppy hopes to be Knight of the Garter. 


Clayton and Payton, Papillion that Villain, 

With Corni/þ and Ward are the Monarchy Hunters, 
Raſcals too low are, to Lodge in the Tower, 

And ſcarcely are fitting to fill up the Comprer; 
Bethel is fled too, and Tony is dead too, 

Our Fate to befriend us, made bold to ſtrike ST: . 
Routed the Bigoz and pull'd out the Spigor, 

His Fame and his Body now ſtinks all alike Sir. 


Ignoramus Fufiice. Tune, Sir Eglemore. 
9 om —— += 1 

oy ? ! : rs fn 
—— - CE os Ny By — ca k 
—_ Jen T * Z \ 2 yd: HE 4 = 
m=—X—_L ow [ | z f : HI HE JVE= 


Ke 
SD 


(8 bl 


EH 145 | 


T ESE! - _ Wo—_e ef wongy 


'd you nor hearof a Peey that was Tr y dU 2 
LP Withafa,ls, In, In, In,” 
Thar icokt like a Cask with 2 Top in his bdes 
With a fa, Ia, la, la, Ia. 
This Noble Peer to he bes was call d;, 
The Witneſſes ſworn, bu: the. 7:76-man out-bawl'd ;. 
With a @ {a la, ln, la. 


2 Then - 


Then vp Sir Samuel did fare . 
With a fa, la, la, &C. 

And found the Eil/not worth a F-of ; 
with a fa, Ia, In, &c. 

With that the Court kepr ſuch a tir,. 

The Fore-m:an ſhould prove to filly a Sir, . 
With a fa, la, &c. 


The Witneſſes for the King Fog pains 
With a fa, Ia, la, &c. 

But had they been as many again, 
Math a fa, ls, In, &e, 

The Jury before ſuch Truths receiv'd, 

Nor them, nor St. Petey they would have beliey'd ; 
With a fa, ls, la, &c. 


The Witneſies brought hi: Af Traztor in ; 
Witha fa, la, la, &c. 

But the Jury found it another thing ; 
With a fa, la, la, &c. 

For he who did itill his King oppoſe, 

Is made a true Subject in ſpight of the Laws.z 
With a -fa, la, In, &c. 


Thus this great wad of Hoh Renown, 
With a fa, la, 1s, &c. 
= exaltc d 14ol oft the Town ; 
Vith a fa, ER la, CC. 
Ts = 'd by Inoramus-fw-y, 
For betraying the King and the Church ina diy ,. 
With a fa, Ws 1; &C. | 


The Robie to os their uy alty, 
With-a fa, la, ln, &c: 


Did in full ſhouts with the 777 agree z 
With a fa, I, la, Ce, 
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They Bonefires made with great applauſe, 
And all to maintain the Eood Old Canſe, 

With s fa, la, la, &c. 


T 

And now in ſpight of King and Queen ; 
With a fa, Ia, la, &c. 

More Jollity was in the ſtreets to be ſeen : 
With a fa, la, Ia, &c. 

Than on the twenty Ninth of May, 

Though it was the ReFaurationday; 
Witha fa, Ia, Ia, &c. 


. 
Another paſſage I chanced to hear, 
With a fa, la, Ia, &c. 
That the DeFor is fallen from the Front to the Rear, 
With a fa, la, Ia, &c. 
He to the Saints does now incline, 
Abjures the King, and with Rebels combine; 
Witha fa, la, la, &c. 


9, 
Yet theſe pretend now for to inherit, 
Witha fa, In, Ia, &c. 
(As Heirs do Eſtates) the. Light of the Spirit ; . 
With a fa, Ia, Ia, &c. 
Yet let them ſay or do what they will, 
They'll find themſelyes 1gnovamas Kill ; 
Witha fa,la, Ia, &c. 
X ON 
But had it beena Popi/ſh Lord, 
With &. fa, la, la, &c. ; 
One Witneſs then had ſery'd in a word ; 
With a fa, la, In, &c. | 
They had not then enquir'd ſo far, 
But found it, and never had ſtept from the Bar, . 
Witha fa, la, la, &Cc. 


T2 
If by this Law the Charter be loſt, 
With a fa, la, le,. &c.. : 
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Will Tony's Eſtate repay all the Golt ? 
_ With a fa, ls, Ia, &c. 
The Boys will then find out the Chear, 
And De Witt the Old Canibal in his retreat ; 
With 4 fa, la, Ia, &c. " 


They'll curſe the Pate that Rudied to wing; 
With a fa. Ia, Ia, &c. 

Plague to the Countrey, and ruine to th* King ? 
With a fa, Ia, la, &c. 

Diveſted thus of *Chi#ophels Pride, 

They*t do him that F«uſtice which Juries deny'd; 
With a fa, la, la, la, la. 


Tr uth Tryumphant, over Perjury Rampant ; on the Tryal 
of the Salamanca DoQtor .at the Kings- -Bench-Bar, 
May the 8th. and 2th. 1685. Tune, Sir Eglemore, 


I 
Here was a Door of Antient Fame, 
With a Sa-/a-manca ln, 
He never was Chriſtned, yet carried the Name- 
Of a Sa- Ia-manca 1s. 
A Popiſh Holder-forth was he, 
A DoFor he was, yetne'er took Degree, 
At Sn-ls8-manca, ſa-la, Sa-la-manca la. 


2 

This DoFor he was a Knigt of the Poſt, 
With a Sa-la.manca la, 

And amongſt the Evidence rul'd, the Roaſt, 
With a Sa-la-manca Ia. 

He nothing but the Truth did ſwear, 

But the Devil a word of Truth was there,. 
With a Sa-Iz-manca, &Cc. 


3 
A turn-coat Orthodox Divine, 
With a Sa-la-manca 1s, 
And cou'd amonglt the Brethren whine;. 
With a 6a-la-manea 1a.. 
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A dangerous Plot he did diſcloſe ; 

Againſt the King, yet ſtuckto his Foes, 
With a Sa-la- -MAUCA, - &c, 


.* "JW 
_— 


His Noſe was made of "9s. ol Ba,” 
With a Sa-l:=-manca la, 
With a Mouth in the nuddle of his Face, 
With a S1-la-manca 1s. : 
When all the Pack was on the ſcent, 
This Bl2od-hovnd he all the Beazles out- went, . 
. With 2 Sa-l, T=MANcA, ” | 


The DoFor a "flag had {o ks wide, 
With a S2-la-manca lr, 
"Twixt Londo! and Paris he could eaſily ſtgide, 
With a S$.z-{:z-manca ls, 
One Foot in St, Clements at the White Horſe, 
And ”tother aftride at St. Omer;- Croſs, 
With 2 Sa-la-manca, &c. 
| 6 
He had a delicate Eagles Eye, 
With a Sasla-manca la, 
Five hundred miles diſtant his Pr &y he could ſpy, . 
With a Sz-la-manca la. 
He could ſee old Ireland in the Strand, 
And little Don Fohn in the Juſtrian Band, 
With a S:r1-{:z-=manca, &c. 


Like Jupiter he had an lhe, ; 
With a Sa-4a-mancal:, 
At once all Mortals he could hear, , 
With a Sa-la-manca 16. . 
What's ſairl in England, S>9in, or France, 
Tho? he never heard 77 ath,! ut when he heard Prance, 
With a Sa [a-manca, _=— 


But now alas ! by the Leg hs is ty'd, 
With a Sa-la-manca. ln,... 
P "e EE Which . 
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Which has quite ſpoil'd his ſtriding ſo wide, 
With a. S-17-manca la. 
In Links and in Chains our Jove they bind, 
And the Dodor is to one place confin'd, 
With a Sa-la-manca, Qc. 
6 
Thus clog'd with his Garters, and ready at call, 
With a Sa-la-manca 12, 
The Dofer was ſummon'd to WeſtminFet-Hall; 
With a Sa-/a-manca la. 
' With Joyful ſhouts, and Tuneful ſtrains, 
The Clogof his Conſcience and the ratlingof Chains, 
With a Sa-[a-manca, &Cc. . 
10 j 
Of Witneſſes 2 Noble 3 rain,. 
With a Sa-la-maxca la, 
Came from St. Omers, France, and Spain, 
With a Sa-la-manca Ia. 
Both Fudge and Prelate thither came, 
To ſay what they cou'd in the DofJor's Fame, 
Witha Sa-la- manca, &c.. 


; I1 
And now by what it did appear, 
With a Sa-la-manca la, 
And all the Evidence ſummon?d there, 
With a Sa-la-manca la. «© * 
The 4/e for all his long loud Ear, 
Kot one true word of himſelf could hear, 
With a Sa-la-manca, &c. 


I2 
The firſt he heard was a Fatal Note, 
With a Sa-la-manca la, 
You are Guilty $1; Regue of. 2 Damnable Plor, 
With a Sa-la-manca la. , 
But to hear himſelf Perjur'd, and Damn'd withal, 
He had bettcr have had no Fars at all; 
With a Sa-la-manca, KC. 
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Then Hanging had been his Diſtiny, 
With a Sa-la-manca la, 

And never difgrac'd the Pilory, 
With a Sa-la manca 1. ; l 

But now he?*s bound in Garter and Cy 

To do Penance within a WodeneRuff, 
Witha Sa-la-manca, &c. 


4 
Not all his Spells can ſhun this Fate 
With a Sa-!#-manca [a, 
Although the Brethren Pawn'd their Plate, 
With a Sa-la-manca ln. 
Although he Poyſon*d the Dog, with hope 
Of ſcaping with 35 Fathoms of -Rope, 
- With a S$a-la-manca, &Cc. 


I | 

By many lengths here he Tha ON the Plot, 
With a Sa-la-manca 14, 

When but one was predeſtin'd to be his Lot, 
With a $a-la-manca la. 

And may ſuch Fate all Whigs attend, 

Who with Loyal pretence, prove Rogues 1n the end, 
With a Sa-1/a-manca a. 


Unfortunate Jockey ; or Jenneys Lamentation for the 
hoſs of Jockey. To an Excellent new Tune. 


I 
Wa bony Lads were Sawney and Fotkey, 
Sawney was lewd, and Fockey unluckey, 

Sawney was tall, well favour'd, and wity, 

But I'ſe in my heart thought Jockey more pretty, 
For when he ſu'd me, woo'd me, and view'd me, 

Never was Lad ſo like to undo me, 
FieI cry'd, and almoſt dy'd, 

Leſt Fockey ſhould gang and come no more to me 


2 Fockey. 
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Jockey would Love, but-he would not Marry, 

And I'fe had a dread that Pſe ſhould miſcarry, 
His cunning Tongue with wit was ſo gilded, 
That I'fe was afraid my heart would have yielded ; 
For daily he preſs'd me, kiſs,d me and bleſs'd me, 

Loſt was the hour methought when he miſt me, 
Crying, denying, and fighing, Iwoo'd him, 
And muckleadolT had to get fro him. 


But crrel Fate rob'd me af Jewel, 

For 'Sawxy would make him fight in a Due], 
And down in a Dale with: Cypreſs ſurrounded, 

Ah! there to his death poor Jockey was wounded ; 
But when he thrill'd him, fell'd him, kilPd him, 

. Who-could expreſs my grief tharbeheld him ? 

Raging, I1tore'my Hair for to bind him, 

And vow'd:and ſwore I'd ne*re ſtay. behind him, 


I figh'd and-ſob'd until 1 a weary, 
To think my: poor Fockey ſhould fo miſcarry 
And never was any in ſuch a ſtd taking, - 

As hapleſs Jenny, whoſe heart is {ti} 2kingy 
To think how I croſt hin}, toſt him, and loſt him, 
Too late it was to Coyn words to accolt him 

Alone then I fat lamenting and crying, 
Still wiſhing each minuit that I were a dying. 


$ 

Ah ! Fockey ſince thou behind thee haſt left me, 

And death of all joys and all comfort bereft me; 
Thy deſtiny I will lament very mickle, 

And down my pale cheeks falrtears they ſhall trickle; 

To eaſe me of trouble each bubble ſhall double, 

To think my Fockey ſo Loyal and Noble, | 
I'ſe grieve for to think that thoſe eyes are benighted, - 

Wherein mournful Jenny ſo much once delighted-- 


6 That 
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That blow Oh Sawny was baſe and unlucky, _ 
That robbed poor Jenny of her deareſt Fockey, 
A bonny boon Youth *rwas known he was ever, 
To pleaſe his poor Fenny was ſtill his endeavour ; 
But *twas fortune uncertain, our parting, 
Procured and cauſed this breaking and ſmarting, 
But whil? I do live, *cis refolvel by Jenuy, 
For Fcckeys dear ſake, pe*rete lig more with any. 


Thus Jenny for Jockey lay (king and weeping, 
Oit wringing her hands while others were ſleeping, 
But S-wny ty) ſee her thus ſtrangely diſtrefied 
For the loſs of her Love, his heart was oppreſſed. 
Tho? this deluder, view d her, and ſu'd her, | 
*Twas all but in vain, for ſhe call'd him intruder ; 
And ſaid, if I die you for my Love, I will mock ye, 
For you were the cauſe of the deathof my. Fockey, 


PL : 
That bonny brave Scot hath-left nene behind-him-.. -. - 
That like to himſelf was worthy of minding, 
His Fathers delight, and the joy of his Mother, 
And Scetland before ne*re bred fike another ; 
When I think on his Beauty, let duty confute ye, 
Death never. before had ſike a great booty ; 
Fur all that do know him, do figh and bewail him, 
But Qceans of tears now can little avail him, 


9 

Ah ! Jockey there's nene that are left to inherit 

The Tythe of thy virtues, thou wonderful merit, 
But whilſt I do live'thou ſhalt not be forgotten. 

I'll fing out thy praiſe when thy Carkaſs is rotten. 
For. thou walſt "the faireſt, rareſt, and deareſt, 

And now thou art dead, like a Saint thou appeareſt, 
I'll have on thy Tomb-ſtone theſe Verſes inſerted, 
Here lies hopeleſs Jockey, who was ſo true hearted. 


to And. 
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And when this thy Motto ſhall fairly be written, 

There's non: ſhall read but with grief ſhall be ſmitten, 
And fay *rwas pity, that one'ſo true hearted, 
Should by crael Death from his 7enny be parted. 

And thus I with weeping, creeping, and peeping, 
Look into thy Grave where thou doitlie ſleeping, 

Till ighing, my ſelf I have breught to my end, 

| To ſhew that poor Jerry was Fockeys true Friend. 


Tony*s Soliloques. Tune, The Lamentation of a bad 
| Market, - 


- 


. | 
X 7 Henthe PHI firſt invented, 
I was raviht in conceir, 
To ſee its Frame fo well cemented, 
Varniſh'd ever with deceit, 
It was an Infant of my Spirit, 
Nay, the darling of my Soul, _ 
If irs contrivance be a merit, 
By Jove the Cooper did well Boul. 
7 | 
For to give this Engine motion, 
To arrive where it did tend, 
] 1d the Vulgarears with notions, 
And Goſpel of my Oaten Friend ; 
I antidated all Tranſan&ions, 
 Diſtinguiſh'd Stiles of new and old, 
In the State I made ſuch Fra#1ons; 
Some I bought, and ſome I ſold. 


3 
The Mo#:le 1 fo Diſtemper'd, 
With the Magick of my Care, 
None but wou*'d his Soul have ventur'd, 
Where brave Tony bore a ſhare ? 
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That blow Oh Sawny was baſe and unlucky, 
That robbed poor Jenny of her deareſt Fockey, 
A bonny boon Youth *rwas known he was ever, 
To pleaſe his poor Jenny was ſtill his endeavour ; 
But *twas fortune uncertain, our parting, 
Procured and cauſed this breaking and ſmarting, 
But whilft I do live, *tis reſolveJ by Jenuy, 
For Fcckeys dear ſake, pe*rete lig more with any. 


Thus Fenny for Jockey lay Gohing and weeping, 

Orr wringing her hands while others were ſleeping, 
But Swny ty ſee her thus ſtrangely diſtreſied 

For the loſs of her Love, his heart was oppreſſed. 


"Tho? this deluder, view d her, and ſu'd her, 


*Twas all but in vain, for ſhe call'd him intruder - 
And ſaid, if I die you for my Love, I will mock ye, 
For you were the cauſe of the deathof my. Fockey, 


8, +> : 
That bonny brave Scot hath-left nene behind-him-..... - 
That like to himſelf was worthy of minding, 
His Fathers delight, and the joy of his Mother, 
And Scotland before ne*re bred fike another ; 
When I think on his Beauty, let duty confute ye, 
Death never. before had ſike a great booty ; 
Fur all that do know him, do ſigh and bewail him, 
But Qccans of tears now can little avail him, 


9 

Ah ! Jockey there's nene that are left to inherit 

'The Tythe of thy virtues, thou_ wonderful merit, 
But whilſt I do live'thou ſhalt not be forgotten. 

I'll fing out thy praiſe when thy Carkaſs is rotten. 
For. thou waſt "the faireſt, rareſt, and deareſt, 

And now thou art dead, like a Saint thou appeareſt, 
I'll have on thy Tomb-ſtone theſe Verſes inſerted, 
Here lies hopeleſs Jockey, who was ſo true hearted. 


to And. 
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And when this thy Motto ſhall fairly be written, 
There's non? ſhall read but with grief ſhall be ſmitten, 
And fay *rwas pity_that one'ſo true hearted, 

Should by cruel Death from his Jenny be parted. 
And thus I with weeping, creeping, and peeping, 
Look into thy Grave where thou doitlie ſleeping, - 

Till iighing, my ſelf I have breught to my end, 
\ To ſhew that poor Ferry was Fockeys true Friend. 


Tony*s Soliloques. Tune, The Lamentation of a bad 
h Market, - 


P 


E | 
WW Hen the PHI firſt invented, 
I was raviſht in conceir, 
To ſee its Frame fo well cemented, 
Varniſh'd ever with deceit, 
It was an Infant of my Spirit, 
Nay, the darling of my Soul, _ 
If irs contrivance be a merit, 
By Jovethe Cooper did well Boul. 
4 | 
For to give this Engine motion, 
To arrive where it did tend, 
T f1/'d the Vulgarears with notions, 
And Goſpel of my Oaten Friend ; 
I antidated all Tranſan&tions, 
 Diſtinguiſh'd Stiles of new and old, 
In the State I made ſuch Fraf#1ons; 
Some I bought, and ſome I ſold. 


3 
The M24ile I fo Diſtemper'd, 
With the Magick of my Care, 
None but wou*d his Soul have ventur'd, 
Where brave Tozy bore a ſhare # 
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Have I not in 4bomtnotion © 

Held the Mitre and Lawn-Sleeves ; 
And Itchr at a ſecond Sequeſtration, 

Topull down ſach Ghotly Theeves. 


Have I not taught the Sanhedrim 
To Imperate, and not Obey ? 
Th* had GenufieF;ons done to Them, 
Which Men to Crowned heads do pay. 
Then would I banter for Repeal 
O'rh* Five and Thirtieth of Queen Beſs, 
To make a way for Commonweal, 
(The Centre of our happineſs.) 


: 
How many hot and high Debates, 
» In favour'of th' Excluſive Bill, 
I bandy'd 'twizt the two Eſtates, 
Th'effe&s of my depraved will! 
By Subornation to the Block 
I brought a Guil:leſs Noble Peer ; 
And truſted others to that Lock, 
Which coſt my Buckw— and me ſo dear, 


. 6 

In fine, poor profligated Wretch, 

For toindulge my Minions ſpight, 
My Sacred Conſcience | did ftretch, 

And did Old Rewley*'s Guards India. 
I did Eſpoufe all Wickeaneſs, 

And only lov'd what's purely evil g 
In that alone was my exceſs; - 
Then take thy own 4ſciate Devil. 


A new Song ox the Inftalment of Sir John Moor, Loyd 
Mayor of London. Tune St. George for England, 


I 
Ou London Lads rejoyce, 

b "4 And caft away your Care, 
Since with one Heart and Voice 

Sir Fohn is choſen Mayor, 
The Famous Sir Fohn Moor, 

Lord Mayor of London Town, 
To your Eternal Praiſe, 

Shall ſtand a Subje& of Renown, 
Amengſt your Famous Worthies 

Who have been moſt efteem's ; 
' For Sir John, Sir- John, 

Your Honour hath Redeem'd. 
Sir J.-hn he's for che Kings Right, 
. Which Rebels would deſtroy, 
Vive, Vive, Vive le Roy. 


2 
When with a Hide-bound Mayor, 
The Town was in DiſtraQtion, 
Sir John clapt in the Chair, 
And cur'd the Ha of FaQiion : 
Hz to the People ſhew'd | 
Their Duty and Allegianee ; 
How to the Sacred King and Laſts 
They pay their due Obedience, 
Sir George unto the People, 
A Loyal Speech did give, 
But Sir fFohn, Sir John, 
Your flenour did retrieve. 
Sir John 7s for Allegiance, 
Which Rebels would defiroy. 
Vive, Vive, Vive le Roy. 
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When thou waſt laſt, O London, 
. In Fattion and Sedition ; 
By Whigs and Zealots are undone, 
While they were in Commiſſion - 
When Treaſon like old Nos Brigade, 
Did Gallop through the Town, 
And Loyalty, (a tyr'd Jade) 
Had caſt her Rider down: 
The Famous Sir George Fefferys, 
Your Charter did maintain ; 
Bur Sir Fohn, Sir Johy, 
Reſtor'd your Fame again. 
Sir John he is for Monarchy, 
Which Rebels would deſtesy, 
Vive, Vive, Vive le Roy. 


4- 
When the Mayor with Sheriffs mounted, 
And Jealouſfies contriv'd, 
And all the Town run after, 
As if the Devil driv'd 
Then Famous Sir Joh Moor, 
Thy Loyalty reſtor'd, 
And Noble Sir George Feffereys, 
Who did the Acts Record : 
Sir George of all the Heroes 
Deſerves the foremoſt place 
But Sir John, Sir John, 
. Hath got the Sword and Mace, 
Sir John be is for Fuſtice, 
Which Rebels wou'd deſtroy. 
Vive, Vive, Vive le Roy. 


5 
Sir Patience wou'd have the Cours 
Submit unto the Czzy, 
White-Hat ſtoop to the Change, 
And is not that a Pity ? 
Sheriff Bethel (ſave Allegiance) 
Thinks nothing a Tranſgreſfion : 
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| $- | ; 


Sir 


Ir 


Sir Tom: rails at the Lawful Prince, 
Sir Bob at the Succeſſion , 
While ftill the brave Sir George 
Does their Fury interpoſe : 


' But Sir Fohn, Sir Fohn, 


Maintains the Royal Cauſe. 


Sip John is for His Highnels, 


Whom Rebels would deſtroy. 
Vive, Vive, Vive le Roy. 
| 6 


'Sir Patienceis for 2 Parl:ament, 


Sheriff Bethel a Petition 
Inſtead of an Adareſs, 
Cram'd brim full of Sed:t:0n. 
Sir Tow: he is for Liberty, 
Againſt Prerogative. 
Sir Bob is for the SubjeFs Right, 
But will not Juſtice give, 
And brave Sir George does 
All their Famous Deeds Record : 
But Sir John, Sir John, 

Yonr Loyalty reſtor'd. \ 
Sir John he's for the IniPreft, 
Which Rebels wowd defiroy. 

Vive, Vive, Vive le Roy. 


Sir Patience he ate th Juſtice, 
And then the wretch will ſham us, 

Sheriff Bzthel 'he packs a Jury 
Well vers'd in Tgr0'amn; 

Sir Tom wou'd hang the Tory, 
And let the hg go free ; 

Sir Bob wou'd have a Commonweatlh, 
And cry down Monarchy. 

Vhile {till the brave Six George 
Does all their Deeds Record; 

Lut Sir Fcbn, Sir Johu, _ 
Your Loyalty Reftor d. 

Q. 
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Sir John he is for Fufice, 

Which Rebels wou'd deſtroy; 
Vive, Vive, Vive le Roy, 


8 
And many ſuch Loyal Mayors 
As honeſt Sheriffs find ; 
Such Sheriffs find a Fury 
Will to the King be kind; 
And may the King live long, 
To rule ſuch Peeple here? 
And may ye ſuch a Lord Mayor find, 
And Sheriffs every year : 
That Traytors may receive 
The Juſtice of the Lavs, 
While Sir Fohn, Sir Fohn, 
Maintains the Royal Cauſe, 
S:r John 7s for the King. ſtill, 
* Whom Rebels would deftoy, 
Vive, Vive, Vive le Roy. 


Coy Jenny, and conflant Jeramy. To the Tune of, "Tell 
| me Fenny, &c. 


Femmy. 
Fll me Fenny, tell-me roundly, 
When you will your heart ſurrender : 
Faith and troth I Love thee ſoundly, 
"Tis I that was the firſt Pretender : 
Ne're ſay nay, nor delay, | 
© Here's my heart, and-here*s my hand to, 
All that's mine, ſhall be thine, 
Body and Goods at thy command too 
Jenny. 
Ah ! how many Maids, quoth Ferny, 
Have you promis'd to be true to ? 
Fie, I think the Devil's in ye, 
To hug a Body fo as you do: 


Fell 
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What d'ye do, let me go, 
I can't abide ſuch fooliſh doing 
Get ye gone, naughty. Man, - 
Fie, is this your way of Wooing ? 
| emny. 
Prithee Fenny don't deſpiſe me, 
Since Iam thy Faithful Lover ; 

] above the Indies Prize thee, 
And my mind to thee diſcover ; 
Takeno care, for I ſwear, wy. 

Thou fhalt be my only Jewel; 
Grant Relief to my Grief, . 
Prithee Deareſt be not cruel. 
| - Tenny. 
All your words cannot deceive me, 
' ForI know you do but flatter, 5 
When your will is gain'd, you'll leave me 
For to mince upon the matter.: 
Therefore Kkriow, to your Bow, 
I will never yicld or bend to, 
For I fird, words are wind, 
Whatſoever you pretend to. 


Thus at length they beth conſeated, ” 
Nothing could theſe Lovers ſever, 
And their Friends were well contented, 

They reſolv'd to love for ever ; 
hey went, with intent, 
To the Kirk for to be Married, 
oth did joyn, and combine, 
Vex'd that they fo long had tarry'd. 
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Loyalty unfeigned, or, the true Proteſtants Aamonithn 
Toan Excellent new Tune. Wo 


Fe 
HY: faſt Thy Sword and Scepter James 


{ad times are coming on, 


1he murmures that do daily riſe, 
Smellrank of Forty One. (i 
When Subje&s give their King advice ig 
What their Expence ſhould be, B 
It is a fign they love no Kings, 
Or Kings themſelves would be. p 
: 2 - ad 
But mark the Papifts wills awhile, ber 
And you will find them great, He 
How willing they are to act a new, nd x 
From Forty One to Eeight ; Fro 
bas, . . "The World.againſt them doth complain ; Ir th 
HS Their Cruelties abhor, ; To 
© That take delight in curſed P/ozs, 
Toraiſe up Civil War. 3 9 


oaks 


/ 
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onitin, They Plotted on our Thr troubles here, 
Though others puſhed them on, 

Phanaticks they were in the Reer, 
And Pepiſts in the Van: 

WE Whilt thoſe who firſt imbroyl'd the State, 

oF Did laugh at our ſad Woes, 

When they beheld our ſtrong debate 

Turn'd to unfriendly blows. 


4 
Tillthree great Nations ſweat in blood, 
And many thouſands ſlain, - 

The Boſom of the Earth beſtrew'd, 
Like dewy drops of Rain ; 

hen was the time that Rome laugh'd loud, 
And ſported with our rage, 

Titl thruſting 1n amongſt the Crowd, 
That did fierce Battel wage, 


- 


= Ahainkt che Lords Anolaad King, 
Perſwading *rwas the way: 
he Royal Power to nought to bring; | 0 , 
By killing him bore ſway ; 
I his 7eſuzrick Doctrine ſoon, 
(OhFaral for to tell) 
rampl'd upon the Sacred Crown, 
By it the Mitre fell, 
'6 
[bus Church and Statebled, whilſt Roye's Whore, 
The Scarlet Reaft did ride,. 
hemany-heacea ractions bore 
Her in her greatelt Pride ; 
nd patiently ſuſtain'd the Yoak, 
From which they deem'd them free, 
Tr then Religon was a Cloak 
To cover Roguery, 


O3 
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Nor can it be more geievous ſure, 
Than when the Proud commands ; 

Of Uſurpation we induce, 
Curb'd by our Equals hands -: 

Princes are Noble, and what they 
Impoſe we can diſeuſt, 

| In their Commands we God obey, 

For they diſpence Heav'ns truſt. 


Then let us all beware in time, 


That Rome don't us deceive, Of 
And evermore abhor the crime Ar 
Of ſach as ſeek Geneve : : | : 
Let the blood-thirſty YiJains all, | 
And flaughter ſeeking Crew, N 
Of Shiſmaticks before the fall, : 
Great Monarch juſt and true. An 
9 
Then will the Nation. reſt in Peace, , 
Both Church and State will be, | 
Founded on perfect Happineſs, < "op 
Great JAMES' s Menarchy w 
Will then its former Luſtre gain, | 
Francethen will ſtand in awe. | Thi 
Who now does tryumpth ore the Main, þ 
Ani give the Nations Laws | Th 
Io 
Remember, Kings are Gods on Farth, - 2 
For Heaven 'tis they bear ſay, \ 
And are moſt Sacred from their Birth, No! 
Which binds us to obey d 4 
Then let ſuch =* "10 who deny 
a” " edience po the Laws, Nov 
| That dorepine at Majeſty, | F 


Or ſeek the Good ola Cauſe. 
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4 Song upon the King of Poland, and the Prince of the 
Land of Promiſe. Tune, Hold faſt thy Crown and 
| Revpens Charles. — 


1 Prince. 


Poland Monſter of our lile 
Corruption of our Age , 

Which on my Infant hours didſt ſmile, 
"Till thou inflam'ſt the Rage 

Of my Ambitious Soul, to ſore 
Above its defil'd Sphear , 

And [carus-like. I now muſt low'r; 
Transform'd into Deſpair. 


2 

Now all my Trophies of ſucceſs, 

Are in Oblivion drown'd ; 
And none for me dare now Addreſs, 

Where I hop'd to be Crown'd. Chet 
I by thy falſe blind Plots am ſham'd,. 

Fool'd from a glorious Sway, 
Snatch*d from a Fathers Arms, and damn'd; 
 Likeall that diſobey. 


-3 

Thou call'dft my nearett Friends at Court, 
Soft, eafie, abſurd Tools, 

That Kings were but fer States-mens Sport, 
The Councel, Knaves anc Fools, 

But I, poor I,- find now too late, 
Your Poliſh Grace can lie - 

None prov'd more weak at the foils of State 
"Than poor filly Tom and I, 


4 
Now that Imperial Crown, which you, 
For me ſo fit had made, 
Is faln and broke, I know not how, 
And all our Wiles betray'd; = 
O4 Our 
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Our toul Cabals, and Wapping Treats, 
Retrench'd to ſecret Holes : 

Treaſen the ſtrength our Greatneſs waits 
In theſe rough reared Walls. 

Polina. 

Thou mighty Prince, by the Elect, 
Prh* Land of Promiſe ſways ; 

Thy tim'rous Soul is the defe& 
Of our declining days. - 

What brighter proſpect can'& propoſe, 
To magnifie thy Name, 

Than Hearts and Arms & Power of thoſe, 
T hat rule both Law and Fame ? 

6 

The Ruſtick Swans want nct the word, 
No Magazines, nor Horſe, - 

*Zounds Sixty Thouſand by the Sword, 
Defy both Fate and Curſe. 

They'l lay Three Kingdoms at our Feet, 
In Blood and mangled Brains ; 

Then the Train-Banas, Crnque-Ports & Fleet, 
Ar our Command remains. 


Though Rowley and his | Br other .joyns, 
And Wheel around the Park; . —- 

Like two Yoak't Oxen, tug and twine 
*Gainſt our Deſigns 1'th? dark, 

An1 wiſely weigh; their:Wits have wrought 
Our Potent Partaers fall 

That Conqueſt muſt be dearer bought, 
Eliſe Tony Hangs for all. 

; $ 

We have reſerv*d Machines in Store, 
To raiſe more daring Flames, 

Than Mortals e're Conſpir'd before 
Or Damned Furies Frames, 

If e're a Parliament be call'd, 
Our Repreſentatives there 
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Shall ſcorn to be out-box'd or bawl'd, 
In Countrey, _ or Shire, 


Then every Member of he Cauſe, Ft ; 
Amidſt the RabbieRude, 

Who ſhall decide the PoZ with blows, 
And quaſh the Tory Crowd, 

Then ſtick to T:me, whillt Heads are hot, 
Our Force together brings : 

If this beſt Plot. at laſt fa! F, not, 

By Cir:/7, we'll both be Kings 7 


The Plotting-Cards rein? d,. or the New Gaze of Ferry” 
Cine Tune, Vil tell rhee Dich, &c. 
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 YOne, cut again; tire Game $ not dure, 
J i hough ſtrangely yet the Cards have run, 
As 17 thcy pack'd. had bn 

iikely are to loſe, and fay, 

know not what's next beit ro pray 2 


ouch fivuming Le re was fern. 
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Leok well (my Maſters) to your hits, 
And have abour you all your Wits; 
For high the Play does run : 
Three Kingdoms now at ftake do lie, 
' And Rocks all Hocus-tricks do fry, 
Taat ye may be undone. 


On Clubs ard Spades "Wh wholly bett, 

For they the moſt are like to get ; 
Whilit Hearts in vain contelt, 

And Diamonds too, (unto their coft 

That have them) ſure are to bz loſt : 
The Blackeft Card: are beſt. 


God bleſs all Kings md es. tho* now 
The beſt Coat-Cards, (the Lord knows how) 
At this prepolt: ous Game, 
Are like all to commanded be, 
And Trumps with all their Royalty. 
By. every Knaviſh Pam-- 


So Hewſon blind (tho' hs be ded) 
Alive, was by blind Fortune led, 
And {till did winning 89; 
And ever ſfinc2 we find, thar he 
Sweeps all with his Efrgie, 
The great Pamphilio. 
| 6. | L 
Nay, Trays and D:!ces, which were deen'd 
The baleſt Cards, are now citee'd 
Prime ones, to win the day; 
He that {you lee) to gain the Prize, 
For Kings and Qreens you muit deſpiſe, 
And Homeurs tlanw N away. 


: 7 
Thus the bet C7rds 2renow th: worlt, 
Toſs what v W25s Ln? is BY ecome Fj WF 
No WO. As DO F=2-4 C2Y*S ly Thy. 


_ The Nation topſy turvey lies ; 
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And (as 'twere, pleas'd with Contraries) 


At loſing Load 'em Plays. 
The Second Pars. 


' Where Servant-Mards controll their Dames -. 


I 
T His is like ſome Eutopian Game, 


And Kingsare Subjefs made: 
Felons, their Fudges do India ; 
And hea Traytor is down-right, 
Who fallly is betray'd. 
m 
A Dunce, who never took Degrees,. . 
But ſuch as lead to Villanies, 
A Door is moſt ſound : 
And who, to furniſh his own want, 
Can ſeize Gold Croſs, or Silver Sainty . 
A Fuſtice is Renown'd. 


— 
Who Horſe to Battel neyer led, 
But has with many Horſes fled 
Out of of his Neighbours Field, 
A Captainwas ; and withhis Word 
Kills more, than with. his duller Sw6: a; - 
He ever made to yield. 


; _- 
A Villain who can cheat his Lord, 


Gets Chains of Gol inſtead of Cord, *. 


And is from Prion freed; = 
For Him, who ſays he Murder'd, has . 
A Pardon, both for that does paſs, 
And <1] that e'rche did. 


bY ; 
Who for foul Crimes and Forgeriesy 
Has worn the Tvaz of Pillories, 
And has becn [pt about 
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If he but add new Perjurp, 
He wipes off paſt Iniquity , 

| And ſpeaks Truth without doubt, 

6 

He that had rather chooſe to die, 
Than to redeem his life with lie, 

Is th* only Perjur'd Rogue : 
And t'1ey who damn themſelves to live, 
Sure ſigns of their Probation give, 
For they*r the Saints in Vogue. 


Then Play away, ( good Country-man,) 
What Hand's the beſt, is now mot plain ; 
And boldly thou may*ſt Stake : 
A Pack of Knaves together get, 
And never doubt to win the Set ; 
For they the Voll will make. 


The Kings Health, ſet to Farinel's Grounds, In fix Parts 


Firſt Strain. 
Oy to Great Ceſar, 
j Long Life, Love and Pleaſure. ; 
"Tis a Health thar Divine is, 
Fillthe Bozvl high as mine is; 
Let none fear a Feaver, 
But take it off thus Boys ; 
Let the King live for ever, 
*Tis 80 matter for us Boys. 


. . 
=— as a. 


Second Strain... 


* Ry all the Loyal, 

| Defy all, 
G1ve denial ; 

SUre. none thinks his Glaſs to bis here, _ 


3oT: 
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Nor any Pr:g here, 
Or Sneaking Whig here; 
Of Cripple Tony's Crew, 
That now looks bleyy, 
His Heart akes too, 
The Tap won't do, 
His Zeal ſo true, 
And Projects new, 
- Il Fate does now purſue, - 
Third Strain. | 
Et Torzes Guard the King, 
Let Whigs in Halters twing ; 
Let Pilk and Shute be ſham'd, 
Let Bugg ring Oates be damn'd ; 
Let Cheating Player be nick'd, 
The turnecoat Scribe be kick'd; 
Let Rebel Cty Dons 
Ne'r beget their Sons; 
Let ev'ry Whiggt/h Peer, 
That Rapes a Lady fair, 
And leaves kis only Dear 
The Sheets to gnaw and tear, 
Be puniſh *'d-out of hand, 
And forc'd to pawn his Land 
Teattone the grand Aﬀair, 
_ Straim. 
Reat James, like Jehovah, ſpares thoſe would un- 
[King Him, 
And warms with His Graces the Vipers thatſting Him ; 
- Till Crown'd with juſt Anger, the Rebels He ſeizes; 
Thus Heaven can thunder when ever "It pleaſes, 
igp.. 
N \ to the Duke fill, 611 up the Glaſs, 
The Son of our Martyr belov'd of the King: 
Envy'd. and Lov 'd. 
Yet bieſs'd {rem dbove, 
Secur*> by at! angel: 'afe under his Wing. 
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Sixth Strain, 
F* Action and Folly, 
| J&L And State Melancholly, 
With-Tony in WWhigland for ever ſhall dwell ; 
Let Wir, Wine, and Beauty, 
Then teach us our Duty, 
For none &re can Love, or be Wiſe and Rebel, 


Advice t0 the City, or the Whigs Loyalty: 
To a Theorbo. | 


Oy 
 Emember ye Whifts what was formerly done, 
Remember your Miſchiefs in Forty and One, 
When Friend eppos'd Friend, and Father the Son, 
Then, then the Old Cauſe went rarely en ; 
The Cap fat 2 loft, and low was the Crown, 
The RabbjJe got up, and the Nobles went down 
Lay Elders in Tubs, 
Rul'd B:i/bops in Robes, 
5 Who mourn'd the ſad Fate .. 
And creadful Diſaſter, 
Of their Royal Maſter, - 
By Rebels betray'd. 
Then Lendon be wiſe, and bf their Power, 
And let them Play the Old Game no more ; 
 Harg, hang up the Shrieves 
Thoſe Baboons in Power, 
Theſe Pepular Thieves, 
Thoſe Rats of the Tower, 
3Vheſe Canting Tale the Rabtle belicves, 
In a hurry, and never ſery ; 
Nerrily they-go on, 
| Fy for ſhaw.e, 
Mere tao tame. ſince they clame the Combat ; 
Ten, to,ra, a, TE: h 
Ton, ta, ra, ra, rd; 
Dab, a dub, on tet the Drum: bent, 
Tie frerg Militia gterd the Throne, 2 When 


3 
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When Fa#:0n poſſeſſes the popular Voice, 
The Cauſe is fupply*d fill with Non-ſtnce and Noiſe, 
And Tony their Speaker, the Rabble leads on, 
He knows if we proſper, that hemuſt then run. 
Carolina muſt be his next Station. of eaſe, 
And Loudon be rid of her worſt Diſcaſe, 

From Plsts and from Spies 

From Treaſon and Lies, 

We ſhall ever be free, 

And the Law ſhall be able, 

To puniſh a Rzbe/ | 

As cunning as he. 

Then London be wiſe, &c. 


3. 
Rebellion ne're wanted a Loyal pretence; 
Theſe /iNains ſwear all's for the good of their Prince ;. 
Oppoſe our Ele#jons, to ſhew what they dare, 
And lofing their Charter, Arreſt the Lord Mayor; 
Fool 7exks was the firft o'th* Cackoldy Crew, 
With Els, and Feykel, and Hubland the Jew ; 
Fam*d Sparks of the Town, 
For Wealth and Renown, 
Give the Devil his due, 
And as we fear, 
Bad their Sovereign been there, 
| Th had Arreited him too. 
Then London be wiſe. Cc. 


The Weſt-Country-man's Seng at a Wedding. 


C | 
Ds hearty weeuds, Pe not to Plowing, notT Sir, 
It] 'ecauſe I hear there's ſach hard doings hard by Sire 
1601125 the Minſirel, he's gone twinkiing before Sir, 
Ard thcy talk there will be or three more Sir, 
Who the R::z can mine either Fy2rd or Bail Sir, 
Or any thing atall Sr, 
Tae vin Tt: % PR, 
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 Notcrvant @re bat did &cferve 
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*>2d not I,' let Maſter fret it and ftormir, 

£ am reſoly'd, I'm ſure there can beno harm in t; 

Who would loſe the zight of -Laſſes and Pages, 

And pretty. little Swe, when ſhe ever ingages ? 

E'gad not ], I'd rather loſeall Ye Wages. 


There's my Lord has got the darleniet Daughter, - 
Look but on her, ſhe'} make the Chops-on thee water. 
This is the Day the Ladies are 211 about her, 

Zome to feed her,zome to dreſs her, and clout her, 

Ods bud,ſhe's grownthe veareſt, the neateſt, the ſweetelt 
The prety'lt little rouge,& all mendo ſay thedif-reerelt, 
There's ne re a Girl that wears a head in the Nation, 
But muſt give place fince Mrs. Betty's Creation, 

She's zo good, zo witty, Zo pretty to pleaſe ye ; 

Zo charitable kind, zo curtious and loving, and eaſfie, 
That I'ſe bound to make a Maid of - my Mother, 

If London Town canc'reſend down zuch another. 


Next my Lady in her allavne Apparel, 

fe not forget the thundring thumping Barrel, . 

There's ſuch drink, the ſtrongeſt head can't bear ir, 

"Twill make a Vool of Zack, or White-Wine, or Claret, 

And ſuch plenty that 20or 30 good Velloyys, 

May tipp!e off their Cups until they lie down on their 
[ Pil/ows. [head zo 

Then hit off thy Yrock and don't ſtond ſcratching woy 

For thither I'll go, Ods Wounds, becauſe I've zed 2x 


The Dyet of Cowly, 
Ow, now my Love, the greateſt Oath that is ; 
None ioves you half fo welt as I, 
] eo-not ask your Love for this, 
But for Heaven's believe me or I dic ; 
p 


His Mya oy {Eoutd nelieve tr! Harhe d32s ſerie: 


And Il atk no more wig es tho” I ttarve. 
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"Tis no Juxurions Diet ; this, and ſure; 

I can't by't too luſty prove, 

Yet ſhall it willingly endure; 

If I can but keep together Life and Love, 
Being your Priſoner, and your ſlave; 

1 do not Feaſts nor Banquets love to have, 
A little Bread and Water's all I crave, 


On a fighof Pity, Ia year can live; 
One tear will keep me twenty at leaſt; 
Fifty, a gentle look will give ; 

A hundred, on one kind word Þ11 Feaſt : 
A thouſand more added be, 

If you an inclination have for me ; 

And all beyond is vaſt Eternity. 


The Diſcoverers Diſcover'd. To a new Tune, 


I 
Own Dzſcoverecers, who ſo long have Plitted, 
With holy fhams to gull the Nation, 
Both Peer and Prelate they uſeleſs Voted, 
By the old Babes of Reformation: 
Property's all their cry, Rights and Freedom, 
Laws and Religion they pull down, 
With old Inteſtine Lance to bleed them, 
From LawneSleev'd Prelate to Purple Throne, 


7 
Confound the Hypecrites, Bramighams Royal, 
Who think A/egiance a tranſgreſſion ; 
Since to oppoſe the King is counted Loyal, 
And to rail high at the Succeſſion : 
Monarchy*s Tyranny, Fuftice is cruel, 
Loyalifs, Torres, and Rory Knaves, 
And Dagon's Liberty's a Jewel, 
That we again may be Brewers Slayer. 


= —_ - BOIISS 
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Drink, drink, my Boys og Plotting is in Seaſon, 
And none Zoyalcall'd but bufie Brats of Fa#ion, - 
Rome, Rome, no more thy Holy Treaſon ; | 
We have thoſe at home of more Divine ExtraFion. 
We have Peers and Parſons, Smiths, and Cooper5t00, 
Carpenters and Foyners of the Reformation ; 
All your Brcod of Clojſter*d Feſuits out-do, 
. To reduce to Duty a divided Nation. 


Let Whigsand Zealots dabble deepin Treaſon, 
And fuck from the Spiggot Heavenly Revelation; 
We in the Glaſs will find more ſylid Reaſon, 
And our hearts inflan'd with nobler 7 nquiſition, 
Let them boaſt of honeſt Brumighams and true ; 
And with thoſe Compoſe the K:rk and Seperazion, . 
We have honeſt Tories, Tom, Dick, and Hugh, | 
We'll drink on and do more ſevice for the Nation. 


Five years Sham-Plots diſcover®d in one true one. . To the © 
Tune of, I told young Jenny, &c. 


Ow Innocent Blood's al_ct forgot, 
. We have found the original grounds of the Plz, 


gh every Moon-blind Rebel may know, 


That Providence ſees our AQions below. 
Now Oate; for Pegs, may pack up's Awls, 
And there inform his Maſter, 
Tofurniſh Rooms, make fire in the Halls 
For Company that comes after. 


th 
Theſe are not like our Plots of ON, 
When Evidence ſwore for Silver and Gold. 
There are ne Armies under ground, 
No ſham Magazine that ne're were found ; 
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No Spaniſh Pilgrims, and Black-Bills, 

But open profeſs*d Traytors; 

Where Perjury ſpares, the Sword it kills, 
Theſe are our Saintelike Satyrs. 


J 

Theſe are the Blades, deteRted by Laws ; 
In contempt of Juſtice decide it wich blows. 
Theſe are the Blood-hounds of our age, 
That brought our late Monarch upon the Stage; 
Yet theſe more Barbarous Brutes of ours, 
Would murther both King and's Brother, 
And lay the Guilt at Innocent Doors; 
And ſtill continue the Murder. 


4 
From thence the Sacrifice begins, 
To Maſſacre others for their own Sins : 
And this has been the Plots ſupport ; 
Firſt made in the City, then forc'd on the Court. 
But now the Myſtery's brought to light, 
True Innocence is no protection : 
Surpriſing Rebels dare not fight; 
Theit Souls are Imperfections, 


$ 
If they had Butcher'd the Royal Line, 
To murder its Friends they were to joyn : 
The like was never on Record, 
In the wide Wilderneſs of the World ; 
To Rob the Kingdom of all that's good, 
and none but Rebels ſurviving, 
To Lord it o're three Nations in Blood ; 
Each tobe an Oliver —_ 


The Saddle i isnow on the WY Horſe, - 
TheWWhig muft mount for Tyburn in courſe : 
For theſe can be nofalſe Allarms ; 
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We have their Confeſſion : the Men and their Arms. 


Makes dangers yereney his Harveſt is near, 
He Roy 5. if his Horſe do not fail him, 


_-- T— — 


Bell 
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He'll not take a Thouſand Pound this year, 
For what his Trade may avail him. 


A Song 1þ0n Information. Ts the Tune of, Conventiles 
are grown ſo brief. 


-F 


I 

| Nforming of lates 2notable Trade: 

| - For he that his Neighbour inteyds to invade, 

May pack him to Tybur7, (no more's tobe {aid) 
Suck power hath Information, 

Be good, and be juſt, and nght tor your King, 
Or itand for your Countries Honour; 

You're ſure by preciſe Information to ſwing : 
Such Spells ſhe hath got upon her. 


2 
To Six Hanared and Sixty, from Forty One, 
She left not a Biſhop or Clergy-man ; 

But compell'd both Church and State to run; 
By the ſtrength of the Nox-Conformif. 
* The Dean and Chapter, Scepter and Crown;- 
(The Lords and Commons ſnarling) 
By bleſt Imformation came tumbling down : 
| Fair Fruits of an over-long parling. 


3 | 

*T was this that ſummon'd the Bodkins all, 
I! ij The Thimbles and Spoons to the Ciry-Hall, | 
"n: When St. Hugh to the Babes of Grace did call, 
1 To prop up the Cauſe that was finking, 
This made the Cobler take the Sword, 

The Pedler and the Weaver : | 
By the pow*r of the Spirit, and not by the Word, 

Made the Tinker wear Cloak and Beaver. 


; 4 
"Tis Informatiorn from Valadolid, 
Made Jeſuits, Fryers and Morks to bleed, 
Recapirates Lords ; and what not (indeed) 


wa .19 © 


| Uoth 1uch Gamnable Trformatricn, 


In Cities-burnt, and ſtick net to boaſt, 
Without any mincing orſcruple, 

Of Forty thouſand Black-Bills by the Poſt, 

Brought in with the Devils Pupil. 


This Imp with her Jealouſies and Fears, 

Puts all Men together by the Ears, 

Strikes at Religion, and Kingdoms tears ; 
By Voting againft the BROTHER. | 

This makes Abhorrers, makes Lord's proteſt, 
They know not why, nor wherefore : 

This ſtrikes ar Succeſſion, but aims ar the reſt ; 
Pray look about you therefore, | 

6 

This raiſeth Armies m the Air, - 

1magining more than you need have to fear, 

Keeps Horſe under ground, and Armies to tear 
The Cities and Towns in ſunder, 

Tis this made the Knight to Newark run, 
With his F/dus Achates behind him ; 

Who bronght for the Father one more like the Son, 
The Devil and Zeal did fo blind him, 


It Whips, it Strips, it Hangs, it drays ; 
It P:llories alſe without any caule, 
By Fallly Informing the Judges and Lays, 
With a rrick from Salamanca : - 
This hurly-burlies all the Town, 
Makes Smith and Harris prattle ; 
Who ſpare neither Caſfock, Cloak, -nor Gown, 
' In their paltry tittle-tattle. 
8 
"Tis Information afirights us all, 
By Information weriſe and fall, 
Without Information there's no Plot at all; 
And all is but Injormation. 
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Thar Pickering ſtood in the Park with a Gun, 
And Godfrey by Berry was ſtrangl'd ; 
"Twas by Information ſuch ftories begnn, 
Which the Nation ſo much have Entangl'd, 


The Pot-Companions, or» Drinking and Smoaking pre- 
fer'd before Caballing and Plotting. Tune, Thus all 
the day long we're frolick and gay, &c. 


L 

Ome make a good Toaſt, and ftir up the fire, 

And fill the great Tankard of what we admire; 
Then bring in a Paper of exeellent Fogoc, 
That we may perfume the whole houſe with the hogoe; 


And hereler us ſit, like honeſt brave Fellows, 


That neither axe Tories nor Whigs in an Ale-houſe. 
And here let us ſit, like honeſt brave Fellows, KC. 


2 
We'll raiſeno diſputes of the Church or the State, 
To waken the Plot, which has ſlept out its date ; 
Nor came we to treat of the Cities great Charter, 
But only to drink to the Sons of the Martyr; 
For better it is to be honeſtly ſotting, 
Than to live to be hang'd for Caballing and Plettings 
For better it 1s ts be honeſtly ſatting, &c, 


| 3 

Since Freedom or Death is not in our power, 
What have we todo with the L6rds in the Tower 2? 
We'll leave them to Juſtice, let that take its courſe, 
And ſet every ſaddle upon the right Horſe; R 
Tho? the Witneſſes fade, and the Plot's almoſt rotten, 
Yet Presbyter Fack will ne're be forgotten, 

Though the Witneſſes fade, &c. 


; : 
We bavenothing to do with the Feuds of the Nation, 


With Old Magua Charta, nor the Aſſociation: 

Let Shaft:sbury fancy himſelf tobe Crowning, 

Or beg his Rziezus, and venture a Drowning, 

Let 


' Let Titus {wear on, and raiſe up his ſtory : 
That's nothing to vs, let the Saints have their Glory, 


Let Titus ſwear on, &c, 5 ge 


5 
Tho' theSpaniards were landed which Bedloe recounteds 
And all theCommiſlions whichOazs gave were mounted; 
And little Don Fohn did lead theſe brave Fellows, 
The Devil a foot would we ſtir from the Ale-houle. 
When they have rais'd Armies by praying & winking, 
'Tis we that maintain ?em with ſmoaking and drinking. 
When they have rais'd Armies, &C. 


6 

Then away to the King, let the Tankard go round, 
May the Plots and the Plotters each other confound : 
To His Highneſs the Duke and His Royal Sneceſſors, 
And every Member of Loyal Addreflers : 
To the honeſt Lord Mayor, & all other old Chriſtians ; 
Bur guard us, good Lord, from theſe whining Philifting. 

Ts the honeſt Lord Mayor, &Cc. 


Amorous Jockey, 07 Yeelding Jenny. 
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| Þ 
Pnyy my blitheſt Maid, 
Prithee liſten to my true Lovenow, 
I 2m a bony Lad, 
Gang along with me to yonder Broy : 
Au the Boughs ſhall ſhade us round, 
While the Nightingale and Linnet 


Teach us how the Lad the Laſs may woo z | 


Come & T'll ſhew my Jenny what to do. 


I ken full many is. 

I can Dance and Whiſtle too, 
I-many a Song can ſing, _ 

Pitch the Bar, and I can Wreſtle too : 
The bonnieſt Laſs of au our toon, 


. - Gave me Bead-Lace, and Kerchefs many, : 


Only Fenny *twas could 'win, 
Fockey from au the Laſles of the Green. 


1 
Then lig-theedoon my Bearn, - 
I'ſe not ſpoil t hy gawdy ſhining Goon, 
Tſe make a Bed of Fearn, 
And Pe gently preſs my Femmy doon. 


- Let melift thy-Pericoat, 


And rlry Kercher that hides thy Boſom: 


Shew thy naked Beauties there, 


| Fenny's only the Laſs that I adere. 
De 0 

enny ſhall nee repent, 

For I'ſe bravely will behave me, 


- Buttoher hearts content, 


Schd mere pleaſure back than ſhe g2veme: 
Then lig thee doon Fenny my Near, 
AndI will lay my ſelf upon, 
Never was leſs cauſe of fear, 
Nor Jenny cre ſhall ſay am undone, 


o 
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E:7i0n of Lo 
Her Anſwer. 
Ire fa weel compleat our Bliſs, 
I'te may juſtly fear he can undo 
Any poor harmleſs Maid, 
Whoever he pretends to woo : 
But gin my Jockey loves me beſt, 
I'ſe not wreſtle long to faw doon, 
Hee fa much Love ſa weel cxpreſt, 
Pte forgive thee moiling my gay Goon, 
; 6 
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Then looking in her Eyes, 

Now Jenny, now, quoth he's the hour, 
She bluſhing Fockey crics, | 

Geud Sir uſe her kindly in yere power ; ent << 
The Srorm was now no more, | ; 

For Fockey fell a kiſſing of her Eyes, 
And gave the combate o're, 

Fefore poor Fenny had 2 mind to riſc. 


; 7 

Then with a figh ſhe cry'd, 

Is this your mighty bleſſing you adore ? 
Was it for this you dy'd ? 

And now you have it, will die no more; 
Fither convince me of the ſame, 

Or elſe your words ne mere Ie credit, 
Then try your $kill to me again, _ 

Or I ſhall fear that my poor Fock2y is Wedded. 

* 


The preſent State of England. Tane, It was 1a the 
prime of Cucumber time, 


| I 
{ck Pres5yter's up, and hopes at one {woop, 
J To ſwallow King, BifFops, 4#d ali-a 
The Mitre and Crown mult both tumble dow, 
Or the Kingdom, he telis yoo, will 12.1 a. 
CY LP | Hare 
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Sure *tis 2 hard Fate, that to Prop up the Szare, Al 

We muſt pull down the Szaze Religion : | 

| But the Saints havea new one, more holy & true one 
Compos'd of Fox and Widgeo | © 


An Engine they've got, call a damn'd Popiſh Pler, 
* Which will bring in a Thorsuw Reformation : 
Which tho't be half Fable, it mads all the poor Rabbl,, T 
| | And puts out of wits half the Nation. 
Thus their work*s quickly done, for each Mothers Son, if - Bi 
| That to the Chyrck or the King is Loyal, 
Shall ftreight be indicted, or elſe be ſore frighted; 


To be brought to ther Fiery Tryal. T 
: | 
*Tis no more, but pretend he's to Pop '7y a Friend, VW 
The Brethren cry aloud he's a Traytor, 
And their Evidence; bring againſt him pretences, A 
And all of a Treaſor'ble Nature. 
Th* Impeachers are ſuch, ſo Honourable and Rich, T 


That no Bribe can to Fal/ood invite 'em 
 Tho'they contradi@ themſelves and ey'ry bedy = A 
| A good luſty Vote can right 'em. 


T 
No matter for blood, their Oaths ſhall tand goed, 
In deſpight of all circumſtances: 
The C:ty-C1bals ſay they cannot ſwear falſe, M 
And each Pamphlet their Honour enhances. 
Who dares to deny but one fingle lie, T 
Of the many they ſwear on their credit, 
Muſt down on his knees, is rebuk'd and pays Fees ; L 
And muſt cry Peccavi, he did it, 
B 


If any*s fo bold their eeicka to unfold, 
Or offers ro prove them Lyars, 

Strait up ſteps another, and ſwears for Rogues-Brother, 
And flings the poor wretch in the Bryars, 

Thus Villains, about ten, the worſt ſcum of Men, 

(While the Godly Party maintain em ; 


Dne l 


T, 
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All England do Govern, and eachſuch a Sov*reign 
The King muſt not ſpeak againſt *em. : 


NS " 
Old Nel and's Dad Nick, have taught 'em atrick 
To make Plots, and then to reveal *em; 


Thus runs round the Jigg of a Politick Whig, 


Sure Pardon if they dow't conceal %em. 
Then inſpir*d they bring in for ſad men of ſin, 
Any one that is Honeſt and Loyal : 


- But if Pardon's deny'd, all flock on F:#z. fide, 


To Hedtor the Mercy-Royal. 


Thus moſt men for fears FH not for their Fars, 
But Whig and his Rout to ſecond, 

Which if they refuſe, they're far worſe than Tews, 
And Papifis and Traytors are reckon'd : 

And ev*ry poor Ape who for changes does gape, 
And to be prefer'd by the Parry, . 

Tohelp Good Old Canfe wide ſtretch his lean Jaws, 
W:th loud lies to ſhew himſelf hearty. © 

And thoſe Worthies three, Care, Yile, and Langley, 
Do Publiſh as faſt as they make them, 

Their being in Print, (ignifies ſomething in't, 
And the Rabbl: for Goſpel miſtake them. 


2, | 

Mean while Pendant laughs, and at Byter ſcofts, 
And at's hot- headed Zeal does flout-a ; : 

The Coxcemb to {ee thus ſhaking the Tree, 
While he's ready to gather the Fruit-a. 

Let Papiſts be hang'd, and Presbyters damn*d, 
And may goggle-ey'd Travtors all periſh; 

Bur let 77rue hearrs all fing, long live Fames our King, 

| The Church andthe Stateto cheriſh. | | 
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- -Rarce Show, 87 the True Proteſtant-Proceſſion. Tune, 
The Nothumberland- man. 


The 

| : I | Son 

His is the Cabal of ſome Protefiant Loras, Thc 

[ A forging the turn that not long fince they had, I "ot 


Here --.--t0z fitteth, and ſearcheth Recora's, 
To find flaws in good Statutes; and varniſh the bad. I Tiv 


” Wh 
This is the Lord Tory that lily fits here ; - Got 
Who to ſham and contrive has never deny; Bic 
And rather than th* Cauſe ſhould fall thro? his fear, 
He'll let out Rebe/ſzon by broaching his ſide. : = 
: 
3 
This is popular Perkin that ſmirks and looks gay, The 
The Women extol the Spark upto th' Skie : , Y: 
None Dances with fo great a Grace, as they ſay, 
Yet ſome body thinks that he capers toohigh. = 
: 
Here flouriſhing Efexthe Tongue o'th' Gang, By} 
With Rhetorical Artifice fancies fine things, And 
- Firſt vainty Compoſeth a talking Harange, | 
Then foſters a Villain in Libelling Kings. - = 
2 
Here's DoFor infirwent, that never would ſtick, And 
To Trafhick in Oaths, or tell a State Lie ; The 
Obſerve how he firks all the Feſuit: abour, 

Firſt blew on a Beuk, and ſo Papifs God be we ye. -- 
"2 We re 
Here's Wilmore, that's troubl'd with ſcruples, & flingy To 
His C:t:/2exs Conſcience is nice and demure, of 1 

A Traytor sIndifted for Treas'nable things, 
But he tells you 'tis falſe, he's Proteſtant ſure. _ 
"Theſe are ſome ſage Citizen; that you ſee there, = 
Who, (oat of their Zeal a!l our Rights to maintain, oS 

And to keepout all Slav'ry have tiken a care, Th 

To put up in the ſtreets two Polts and a Chain, Tha 


$ Theſe 
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Theſe are ſyme Apprentices ſtill do retain 

Some Tenets, their Maſters approve and allow ; 
They come to dire& a wiſe Monarch to Reign, 

'Stcad of ſweeping of Shop, and cleaning of Shoes. 


9g 
This is the Committee where Grievance is ſcann'd, 
Where Monſtrous datigets that threat'n the State, 
Good Service is here by ſufpztion trepan'd, 
bud Allegiance is reckon'd Malignancy firait. 
10 Sy 
Here's the Synod of Saints, that will fometimes refreſh ; 
The fallings of Nature with-means of their own ; 
They*ll Preach you the Morrification of Flefh, 
With Eyes up to Heaven , and Breeches let down, 
IT 
Theſe are the Cabal of the Covenanteers, 
That think they maintain the Religion the beſ?, 
By pulling down Churches and' their Overſeers, 
And routing the Defender of Faith with the reſt, 
12 
Theſe are the remains of the Leveling Rnmp, 
Thar fink in the Houſe, and freſh Commons annoy, 
And leit the right James ſhould be turn'd up rrump 
They cry out,##Court Cards ſtill their Gaming deſtroy. 
13 
That Lumber of Tyumprcy buzzing about, 
Are filly Subſcribers that comes ar firſt daſh, 
To make up a large Petitionin, Rout ; 
Of Link-boys, and all tuch true Protefant Traſh, 


14 
Theſe are the Huckſters that Treaſon retail : 
They'll ſell you a Shcet with a Penyworth in't, 
There's our Courantier Care, and never will fail, 
ToScribble, while Langley dares publiſh and Print. 


5 
That's the Club of # pack of Ingenious Friends, 
That made Charl:s a Scoth-Pedler i'th' Rarce-Show; 
P 3 . And 
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| Sephyrns did well ; 


” 
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And I hope that our Monarch, to make 'em amends ; 
Will givethem a yard of St. Johnſons or two. 


On the Throat-cutter of Jack-a-napes-lane, Tune, | The 


Hang ſorrow, caſt away Care. oo 

x | But 

"T Here is an old ſtory | At 7 

| & That's much to the Glory | L 

O © one who was call'd Sophyrus ; | 

Nho'e Feats may be read, | for 

Though the Man be dead, To 

By any that are deſirous, C 

=. | NS; | He 

This Man had a Noſe : But 

(As you may luppoſe) TOS 4 

In the middle of his Face ; . 

Bur he cur it off clear, | $0 

Like a brave Cavalier, | Fo: 
To get the Kings good Grace. 

- | Th 

The manner is known, | (T 


So we?ll let thar alone | wt 
Yet by the way you muſt note, 
Though he ſlaſhed his Face | Ne 
In a dangcrous place, 
He had a great care of his Throat; 


Nor will any Man a 
This Wight to compare 
With a Heyse that | can name; . 
Who, by cutting his Throat, 
Grew a Man of great note, 
. And purchas'd Eternal Fame. 


Bur He doth excel, | 
" If he be but right underſtood : | For 


ne, 


For *tis 2 plain caſe 
As the Noſe on ones F ace, 
It was done for the Peoples good. 
6 


"The deſign was brave, 


The People to ſave, 

By letting his own Throat blced; 
But the Fiend that repines 
At all good Defigns, 

Did hinder it to ſucceed. * 


For his hand being up : 
To ſpill the 121} drop 
Of the Peoples ſaving Blood, 
He made him flinch 
But the ather Inch ; 
| And ſo prevented the good, 
8 
So he uſeth his Throat 
For the Peopleto Yote ; 
Yet ſome are fo wic ked, to hope 
This obliging Knife 
(Though it then ſpar'd his life) 


. Has mark'd a fair place for the Rope. 


__— 
Now, whoever bears ſpleen 
To the King or the Queen, 
Or to Fames the Duke of York ; 
He ſhall have my Yote 
For cutting his Throat, 
Provided he'll perfe& the work. 
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_ Titus Oates's Exaltation. To the Tune of, Sike a Wik 


"7 ke a life as Tit: led, 
Y AS Titus led, as Tites led , 
Waen Laird was Raſcal, Lady Fade, 
He'll never lead again Joe: 
Eommiſſions and Black- Bill he had, 
which did uphaud the Swearirg-Trade, 
And au the Land play'd hey go mad, 
The like was never ſeen Foe. 
He ſwore it out through thick and thin, - 
Through twa Inch Beurd ſaw au within, - 
And for the Truth pawn'd Saul and Skin, 
h Moſt deftly done of him Foe, 
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His Pilgrims and his Narratives, 
His Pilgrims, &c. | 
Prepar'd for Pape and Prelates ſleeves, 
He'll never ſee again Joe ; 
Before the Plot ran Retrogade, * 
Then ev'ry Bully was. a Blade, 
And Scepter level d with the Spade, 
The like was never ſeen Foe. 
Had we prevail'd againſt the Duke, 
I will be ſworn upon a Beuk, 
He'd done the reit by hexk or creuk, 
And au had been our ain 7oe, 


Sike a Trade as Tiuts ave, 
As Titus drave, Orc. 
When theſe 3 Nations he did fave,, 
He'll never drive again Foe ; 
Ten Pounds a week he. did receive, . 
And muckle mair the Gedly gave, 
And there was naught but ask and have, . 
The like was never ſeen Foe. 
But to Tyburn, Titus trigs,. 
In company of th* Godly Whigs. 
To Dance,. and ſing Geneva-7:gs, 
And there's an end of him 7ee. 


4 SONG, To-an Exoellent new Tune 


4 
Ys Love, by Jove do, 
1. More thar-all things here below, 
With a Paſtion far mcre great 
Than ever Creature Loved yet, 
And yet ſtill you cry forbear, 
Love no more, or Love not here.. 


V: 5; | 
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Bid the Miſer leave his Ore, 

Eid the Wretched figh no more, 
Bid the Old be Young again, 
Rid thee now ne*r think on Man. 
Silvia, this when you can do, 

' Bid methen ne'r think on you. 


3 
Love's not a thing of choice, but Fate, 
That makes me Love, makes you to hate; . 
Siltia then do what you will, 
Eaſe or cure, torment or kill ; 
Be kind or cruel, falſe gr true, 
Love I muſt, and,none bur you... | | 


The MUG-HOUSE. 


= 
TE Sorrow the Tyraat invade thy Breaſt, 

; ©raw our the foul Fiend by the Lug, the Lug ; 
No thought of to morrow diſturb thy reſt, 
Bur caſh out its Brains witha Mur, a Mug. 


TI 
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If buſineſs unluckily go nut well, 
Let dull Foels their ill Fertune hug, 
To ſhow. our Allegiance we'll go to the Bell,” 
And drown all our __ ina Mug, a Nug. 


If thy Wife be not one of the belt, the beſt, 


Adm't not a reſpit to think, to think, 


Or the weight of thy Forehead weigh Jown thy - Breſt 


Divert the dull Demon with drink, with drink.” 

If thy Mittreſs prove peeviſh, and will net gee, 
Ne'r pine, ne'r pine, for the ſcornful Pug, 

But find out a prettier, and kinder than ſhe; 
And baniſh Deſpair with a Mug, a Mrng. 


3 
Let Zenlats ore Coffee new Plots Divine, 
And lace with freſh Treaſons the Pagan Drug ; 
With Loyal blood flowing 1 in our Veins that ſhine, 
Like our Faces inipir'd with the Mug, the Mg. 
L er Settaries Dream of Alarms, Alarms, 
And Fools, ſtill. for new changes tug, 
We Fam'd for our Loyalty, will ſtand toour Arms ; 
And drink the Kirg's Health in a Mug, a Mug. 


Then, then, to the Quzen, in the next advance, - 
With all Loyal Lads of true Engliſþ Race, 

That { orn the ſtum'd Notion of _— and France ; 
Cr to Burdeux or Purgundy to give place, 

The Flask-and the Bottle, bree+ 4ch and Geur,' 
Whilſt We, We all rhe Seaſon lie ſnug ; 


Not Spaniard nor Florentine can vie with our Stout, 


And Monſieur ſubmits toche Mug, the Mug. 


The Whig T:iumphant, &r the Door Rampant. Fune, | 


King James*s Jig. 
- I 
FF ere was 24 brave Doctor | as ever you ſaw}. 
But not of as Ptyſick, DOT Law ; R 
Fe ch Diſeaſes,- du it all i by the Ror re) 
And maketh a Felon of old Gaffer Pope. 
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He Prinks, he Swears; and bravely can Lie; 
Bur all's found out to be Perjury. 

But ſtill he*s a DoFor, though: damnable Oazes, 
The Forger and urger of Fopperies and Plots, 


2 

He Britain did blind, made Loyaliſts mute, 

And forced Tybnrnia, Tvber ſalute. 

The day it was dark, the wind it did blow, 

The Weather-cock waver'd,and turn'd to and fro; 
Betwixt the Cabal of Tory and Whig, 

Poor Loyalty ſeem'd to be Cuſhion big. 
Sedition did wear a countefeit Face, 

And turn-coat Treaſon did run for the Race. 


3 
Brave Titus he ranted, he ſwore, and look'd big, 
His Head was a Tory, his Heart was a Wzg; 
He hvgged Religion, he backed in twain 
The Church and the State, (by Legor-de-main) 
But now he*s promoted to Preach in a Tub, 
Where he muſt drink Dirt inſtead of old Bub : 
The Pitory ſhrinks, and cries (with a yelp) 
Þear Siſter Tyburnza lend me your help. 


But Sonipes jumps and ſing or her Bridle, 

And calls him a Raical both lazy and idle : 

She ſwears if her maſter ſhould tieto her tail 

A Coole, and aCallet, a Sword and a Flai), 
She'll ne'r be diſgrac'd to ride with him Poſt, 
Who hath three Nations ſo ſadly toſt. 

She Gall'd with Gentlemen Rogues to the Skin, 
And will not be Jade with Junkers of Sin. 


The heads of the Bear we kiagad in one, 

And here is a Beaſt to wonder pon : 

Then muſter your Eggs, and (*Zoung:; with a Pox) 
Maks ready, Prefent, and Fire at the Fox, 
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But leſt the Chamelion dart from hisTongue 
Rebellions Root, that lurks in his Lungs. 
Keep your due'diſtance; his Month's a Bumbal ; 
His mental reſerves will batter us all. 

| 6 
The wind Hurricano that blewin his Brain. 
Was but a Granado bumbaſted with Gain : 
For Reaſon could'never admit ſuch a Sor, 
The Member-confounder of O cruel Plot ! | 
Then ſhut Mouth and Neſe, and wink with your Eye, 
The Canibals breath's inveRed with lies, 
With Turnep and Dung then charge him a freſh, 
The Oates they are ripe and ready to thraſh, 


The DoZor he's Jolly, and NF. he muſt Dance 

A Jig of his folly, in Flanders and France. 

The Muſick is-ſweer, the Whip and the Wheel 
Will make the Cart tumble, the Do&#or to reel : 
His Right it is ſure, his-Evidence clear ; 

His Sallary's paid him every year. 

Not Money, nor Gol1, but blows on the Back, 
For O Bloody Oaths! and many a baſe AC. 


8 
Should it be his Fate (asneeds he muſt fear) 
To leap from Pillory upto the Meir ; 
She'll {wear-ſhe had never. ſuch Rider before; -: 
She'll kick, and fſhe'l] caper, call Soz of a 1/ hore, 
Tho*ts not worth the while to praiſe him in Yerſe, 
Megre may write on his three legged Herſe, 
Here lies the Politik, the brave TITUS OATES, 
The Damnable Dofior of deſperate Plots. 


A CelleRivn of Loyal Songs. 
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Let Royal Almanzor Great CASAR ſucceed, 


by And England from Fa#ions for ever be freed, 

S Through endleſs Succeſſoas may His Line eyer rug, 

a= By Sea, and by Land, who ſuch wonders has done; - . 

le; May His Iflue increaſe, and theſe Nations Rute ore, . 
Until Ages laſt Period, and Time. be no more. 

: | A New Song. 

S THat Man*s a Wretched thing, 


Who Loves 1:ke me in vain: 
wth W noſe hopes no comfort bring, 
in, Whole Heart endures the Sting 
— Of undeſery'd D.ſdain : : 

Whote Love is ſtill his King, 
Whoſe Truth 18 itill his Pain ! 
Whoſe days with Sighs o*recaft, 
_ His Nights in tears are paſt, 
Still wiſbing for his laſt ; 
And that does ſhun him too ! 
Whoſe life-is his Diſeaſe, 
Innur'd tro Crue: ties, 
. Which ey'ry day does till renew. 
| _ 
No more Fll grieve in vain,- 
And nct be underſtood; 
No more will I complain 
Of your unjuft Difdaine. _ 
To give my ſorrow Food, 
My tory ſhall remain 
In Characters of Blood. 


A II 1Tts 


Los 


:  Toſlight a Sactifice 

. We off:r from our Eyes, 
1 To cruel Deities: 
. Regardleſs of . our Fate; 


Bur now your Storm give o're, 


For Vil Offend no more : 


My Death my Crime ſhalt Expiate.. Oates's- 
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Fune, Lord Ruſſel's Farewell. 


: x 
Ouſe, rouſe, my lazy Mirmidons, 
k, And mufter up our Tribe ; 
See how the FaTious Fancies ſtand, 
To trim or croſs the Tide: 
Invite 'em to my Vaulting School; 
The Saints for freedom tell, 
How they may live without control. 
With meat Camberwel. 


2 

There all Proviſion ſhall be made 
To-entertain the beſt ; 

Qld Mother Creſwel of our:Trade, 
For to rub down our Gueſts : 

Three hundred of. the briskeit Dames, . 
Tn Park or Field e*re fell; 


Whoſe Amorous eyes ſhall charm the Flames: 


O'th* Saints at Camberwel, 


For my own ſpending I will keep 
Of Boys three hundred more ;. 
They are to my Appetite more ſweet, 
Than Zawd or Buckſom Whore. 
The Turk*s Seraglio we'll revive, 
He ſinks ſo faſt for Hel: 
Our Engliſh Turks may Plot. and thrive: 
With meat Camberwel. * 


That Sacred place ſhall tempt his Grace,. 
Once more from Friends to fall; 

We'llleave theſe new-found Gweers to trace, 
Both Moor. Park and White-Hall. | 

For Gray and Tom, 'tſhall be their home, . 
To kiſs ſecure, and dwell, 

Whece ev'ry Laſs ſhall htig his Grace, 
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Oates's Buz-—Buge--Boarding-School as Cambeiyel. 


In my ſweet Camberwel. | 5-P, tents 
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--” s 
Patience ſhall from the Cock-lofe creep. 
And here have free acceſs, 
To ſwear and drink, to Whore and ſleep: | 
Such Virtues we profeſs. . | 
* Waller, his Pots of Feniſon, | 
He took from Prieſts may ſell: 
His Amber-Necklaces make known 
Our Saints at Camberwell. 


| 6 
Player may meet his Miſtreſs here, 
Sor etimes Sir Robert's Wife ; 
They free from care, in Joys may ſhare; 
It may prolong ones life. 
That daring Gibbet fore my Gate, 
I'1! tear him down to rights ; 
Pecavſe no Emblems of ill Fate 
Shall fright our Amorous Nights. 


Sol apd fob, and Fonanfis, 

\ Andiall Abſconding Saints, 

May ſafely to their Saviour come, 
And taft our ſweet contents : 

Our largeſt Rooms to frisk and ſport; 
Beds round, and Curtains drawn; 

The Life and Scene of Yenus Court, 
Excelling Emperor's Throne, 


8 
All naked round the Room we?ll Dance, 
Fine Limbs and Shapes to ſhow ; 
In pairs by Candle-light advance, 
In dazelmg Poſtures go; | 
Here every Man obtains his choice, ; 
Siſter: Madam, or Nell : 
We'll have Papiliion and Duboys, 
To my ſweet Camberwel, 


A Collelion of Loyal Songs. 
A Love SONG, 
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Hen firſt OE your bright Eyes, 
Had made my Heart your Slave 

In vain I ſought for to diſguiſe 
The Fortunes thar you gave. 

Durſt hardly call my Fate unkind, 
Or to my felf complain; 

For fear ſome bukie liſtning mind 

- Shou'd over-hear my Py 


EEE 
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Your Beauty did my Paſſion awe, 
So great your Virtues were ; 
That all around I nothing ſaw, 
But proſpets of Deſpair. 
Fond heart (I cry'd) hide, hide thy Love, 
Thy too fond thoughts reclaim; 
But all in vain, alas I ſtrove - 
To hide a raging Flame, O7 
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On the Seige of FVDA. 


Ound the Trumpet, wa the Trumpet, | 
Yr. ara,tarn, tara, A chi let the Drum beat, | 
The Canons thump it, 
Sound a Charge, the Chrif/ian our Valour cails ; 
To the Thenehds” to che Trenches, 
Dub, a dub, a dub, a dub, the Storm commences, 
In vain defence is ; 
The Pagan Turk, 
Shalinever lurk _. 
1n Buda 's Walls. 
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Lerein that mighty Man, 
Whoſe Force none can withſtand, - [ vain 

Regards not the Ortoman Band has rais'd the Seige in 
Whilſt we the Town which was our own, 
Will take it 
And make it 
Qur own again. ' 


| R 5 
Teckley*s routed, Techley's routed, . 
Follow, follow, follow, follow, Whigs that Plotted, 
The Spoyl's alotted | Es 
. To divide amongſt the Chri/li/ay Conquerours, 
Wealth and Treaſure, Wealth and Treaſure, . 
Bag® and Jewels, Rags and Ducls without meaſure, 
All made a Scafure 
Guns and Waggons, 
Pots and Flaggonsy, 
All are ours, 
See, See the Rebels frown, 
| _ With ne'r a Rag upon, 
The light Cawalry,and Dragoons purſue him in the rear, 
Then Thunder to the Plunder, 
Ne'r ſpare it, 
The Claret 
Our Hearts will Cheer, 


3 
Charge 2 Bumper, charge a Bumper, 
Mclancholly, Pride, and Folly ſcaſe the Rumper; 
Whilſt we a Number, 
Sacrifice to Pious Charles, his Peacefull Shrine : 
Charge again Boys, Charge again Boys, 
Peace and Plenty, Ages twenty, 
Crown the Reign Boys, 
Of Royal James Boys ; 
*Till Heav'n approves a Race of FOYES, 
Spring from His Line ; 
Then to theWar-like Poke, 
Lorrain that Valliant Soul ; 


'”P ILL 
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The 4tlaſs whoſe powerful Ar.ns ſupport the Chriſtian 
To Scultz no leſs, [ Throne, 
We wiſh Succeſs; | 

"Till thus Boys, and thus, the Proud Tarksrnn down, 


A new Song. 
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I 
Er the Trumpet ſound, 
And the Glaſs be Crown'd, 
Whilſt the Health goes round, 
To the Heart that's ſound and Loyal ; 
Drink away Sir, nay Sir, pray Sir, Make 


Make no delay, nor think it any fin, 
To fill it to the brim, | 
And then begin to the King, 
The Duke, and all the Royal Family. 
If you ſay *tis too big, 

| You'r 2 Whig, and I care not a Fig ; 

- For all you huff and look fo fine, 

*Zounds I'll make you drink your Wine-: 
But if you are a Man of War, 
And'that you dareto drink bur fair, ' 
Oh then Ill ſwear you are a dear 
And welcom Brother here. 


POLE x 
Was 2 Fooliſh fancy Jemmy, 
'To put your tr uſt in' Tony ; 
He dipt ye all in Treaſon, 
Then humbly dy'd in ſeaſon, 
When his Spiggot dropt out, 


_ ThePlot came abour, ” 
| Far beyond: your Graces Reaſon. 
| ; FEES 
- *Twere fit you'd mind theſe matters, 
And help your Brother Traytors, p 


. You left your Friends together, 
To ſhift for one another ; 
Who you well all know, 
Werein Poritugal=Row >. 
With a Lady and her Mother. 
3. 
. When you went ſro Ferman-ſireet Sir, 
You Friends you went to Mect Sir, 
Poor Betty was mtch griev'd Sir, 
You could not be believ'd Sir ; 
Had ſhe been in the way, 


335 A Colleftion of Loyal Songs. 


New Song. To an excell;nt new Tur. 


You 


You had carried the day ; 
But alaſs you were deceiv'd Sir, 


4 
Frank N----?*'s wondrous hearty, 
And argues for the Party ; 
His parts are moſt inviting, 
And-lately ſhin'd in Writing, 
And he hath in his Face, 
As much Wit as you've Grace 
Which to ſay the truth, is Biting. 


Thus Sir while you're ——_ 
Your troubles will be ended; 
Keep Frank ſtill for your Writer, 
And P-----y for your Fighter; 

And to ad to your ſway, 
Turn P---7 away, 
And make poor Ha----t fright her. 


6, 
. Let For---s have a place too, 


About your mighty Grace too; 


For Ch---70n hath great Reaſon 
To look out ſharp in ſeaſon, 
Give G:bbons his place, 
To a Nobler Race, 
And take Sir R----d M----3, 


For he hath more wit chen any, 
To turn and wind the Penny, 
He'll ie beyond all meaſure, 
 InPimping is: his pleaſure : 
And he's for his part 
More a Rogue in his heart, 
Than Grey or Armſtrong either, 


| 8 
May Friends like theſe proteR ye, 
And only theſe reſpe& ye ; 
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354 


236 4 Colleffion of Loyal Song. 


May Halters, Chatn's and Fetters, 


_ _ Crownall Rebellious Traytors ; - T 
| Then in 2 ſhort ſpace 1 
P11 wait on your Grace, : 
With a Liſt of all your Creatures. " 
A New Song, to an'Old Tune, Tom of Bedlam, N 
x G 
Ake room for an honeſt ReJ-coat. 
And that you'll ſay is wonder , | 
The Gun, and che Blade, Ti 
Are his Tools,---- and his Trade, 
Is for Pay, to Kill, and Plunder. 
Then away with the Laws, 
And the Good Old Cauſe, An 
Ne'ntalk oth” Rump, or the Charter, 
Tis Cath that aves the Fent. 
All the reff*s but a Cheat, Dri 
Without That, there's no Faith, nor Quarter, 5 
*Tis the mark of our Chim, God With Us, 
And the Grace of God goes along with'r Tha 
When the Georges are flown, 
Then the Cauſe goes down, | 
For the Lord is departed trom ir. Ther 
Then away, &C. Ai 
3 
For Rc”, or for Geneva | | 
For the Table, or the Alt av, That 
This ſpawn of a Vote, : 
He cares not a Groat----- 
For the Pence, he's your Dog ina Halter. Ard r 
Then away, &C. ” 
14 | 
Tho? the name of Kzg, or Bi/po), Ti 


To Noftrils pure may be LoathÞm, 
Yet many thcre arc, T hat 
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That agree with the Mayor, 
Thar their Lands are wondrous toothſom, . 
_ Then away, Kc. 
Jo: * 
When our Maſters are poor, we- _ cn, 
"Tis the Golden Calf we bowto': 
We Kill, and we Slay, 
Not for Conicienee; but Pa 
Give us that, we'll fight for you tos. 
Then —_ .&c. 


Twas that firſt turn'd the King our; 

The Lords next, then the Comnionr: : 
"Twas that kept up No# -- hs 
Till the Devil fetch'd his tanks. 

And then it ſer the Bum on's. 
Then vey, Cc. 


7 
Drunken Dick was a lame ProteBer, 
And Fleetwooda backſlider:' * f- 
Theſe we ſerv'd as thereft, ©. - + © - 
But the City's the Beaſt, "| 
That will never caſt her Rider. K 
Then away, _ 


Then the Mayor holds the Stirrop, 
And Shrieves cry, God ſave your Henenys ; 
Then *tis but a Jump, - 
And up goes the Rump, 
That will ſpur to the Devil upon: us. 
Then Oe 


A:d now fora fling at 0 Thimbles, 
Your Bedkjns, Rings, and Whiſtles, 
In truck for your Toyes, © 
We'll fit you with boys: [Butchers Wife. 
{Tisthe DoQrine of ®Hugh Peter;,)* Tothe 
Then away, Kc, © - 


You muſt be next intreated, 

To part with your Bags, . 

And ſtrip you to Rags, - .- 
And yet not think y/are cheated, 
Then away, &c. 

15 | 
: The truth is, theTyws deſerves it ; 
Tis Brainleſs, Heartleſs Monſter z 
As a Club they may bawl, _ 
Or declare at their Hg, - 
And yet at Puſhngt oneflir, . 
Then away, &c, -- . 


s $ I 
Sir Arthur vow'd he'll rreqe **m, 
Far worſe than the men of Cheſter : 
He's bold, now they'r Cow'd, 
But he was nothing ſo lowg,. 
When he lay in the ditch at Leſter. 
| Then away, &co 


3 
The Lord hath left Fohn Lambert, - 
And the Spirit, Feak's Anointed, 
But why O Lord, 
Haſt thou ſheathed thy Sword, 
Lo, thy Saints are diſapointed. 
Then away, &C. 


4 
Tho' Sir Henry be departed ; 
Sir John makes good the. place now, 
And to help out the work 
Of the Glorious Kirk, 
Our Bretbren march apace too, 
Then away, &Cc. 
Is | 
While Divines and State: men wrangtes 
Let the Rump-ridaen Nation bite on't, 
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When your Plate is gone, and your Jewels. 


There 
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There are none but we | 
That are ſure to go free, 

For the Souldier's ſtill in the right on't; 

Then away, &c. | 


4- 
Your Mafters won't ſupply us. 
With Money, Food, and Cloathing : 
Let the State look to'r, 
We'll find one that will do'r, 
Let him live? we'll not damn for nothing. 
' Then away with Laws, 
nd the Good Old Caut, 
Ne'r talk of the Rump, or the. Charter, 
*Tis the Caſh does the Fes, 
| All the reſt”s but a cheat, 
Without That there's ne- Faith nor Quarter, 


An Excellent vewm Wedding Song. 


Ehold the Morn'dawns, 
The Lark hath Sung, 
Eternal be your Bliſs, 
Continue alwas 3 qung; 
And every day you awake, 
Tour Love like this ; 
And evory day you awake, 
Tour Love like this. 


: Ms SI Cine £ 
Confummation-with the rifing;$u%, 
ke lovingly peform?*d as now begun ; 


But buſh the Bride's aſleep, forbid the morning 


But huſh the Bride's aſleep, forbid the morning 


Cock ro Crow ſo loud, 
Diſperſe the bujfte Crowd ; - 
For fear too early waking make her weep, 


For thar, now loſt, ſhe could no longer keep. 


| 3. 
Adyance again, and foftly Sing, 
: Q_3 


And 
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And with a Murmring tone, 
Such pleaſure to”%em Bring ; 


That to our Voices they may Dream alone : 
And gently voting, let Loves charms renew, Nos 
As Trees that Bloſſom, and ripe Fruit do ſhew. 
* But hark,. the Crowd return ! + 
Let us conclude our Harmony with this _ 
Delightful hearty with, - [ 
That ſtill increaſing Joys. may always burn, 
And at Loves Port may Anchor every morn' 
4 new SONG Sung before the Loyal-Livery-Men ij 
Weltminſter-hall July the 9th. 168 4. 
'-T Ark! how Noll and Bradſpbaw's Heads aboveus . 


*& Cry, come, come, ye Whigs that love wh. 
Come, ye faithful Sons, fall down, and adore ye 
Your Fathers, whoſe Glory | 
Was to kill Kings before ye; | 7 
From Treaſon and Plots let your grave Heads adjourn, 
And our glorious Pinacle adorn, : 
What though the Scaffolds all are down here, 
To entertain the Friends of the Crown here? 
We, whoſe Lives and whoſe Fortunes Great Charles , 


'For Monarchy-haters, [willmaintain 
Dammn'd: Aſſociators, | 
Whigs, Baſtards and Traytors, 

We'll build em, we'll build *em again; The 


Let the infamous Czz-throats of Princes be ſham'd all 
Their black Souls be damn'd all, 


__.. Their Blunderbaſs ram'dall, | On 

_ With Brimftone and Fire Infernal , And 
The Gods that look o're Him, T 

Did by wonders reſtore Him, ; v 

© Their Ange/rſateround Him Bc 


Thi hour they Crown'd Him, 
Azd were Liſted His Guard: Frernal. 
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<P _ 


How, like Jove, the Monarchof Great-Britain 
Drives the Gyaxt-Sons. of Titan! 
Down ye Rebel crew ; ye Slaves, he under: 
Sec ! James. with his Thunder 
Has daſh'd *em all aſunder ; 
Pown from His bright Heaw'n the Aſpbirers are hurl'd, 

Loſt in the common R#ubbi/þof the World : 

See, how the God returns Vifaorious ! 

And to make his Tryumph ſtill more Glorions, 
Sce, the whole Hofts of Heav*n the proud Conqueror, 

The Stars burn all brighter, 

The Sun mounts uprigher, 

Whilſt the Sreeds Gallop lighter, 

To ſee, their Fove made ſo great; | 
With the Branad's and the Stings of a Conſcience difloyal, 
nr | From the fiery Tryzl, 

Let. the CMvardly Slaves flic all, 
Leave Fengeance and Gil bets behind 'em ; 
OY Whilit the great Deſperadves 
All turn'd Renegadoes, - | 
With their old Friends took napping, 
In ſome Cole-hole at Wapping 
Shall James and His Juſtice find 'em, 
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Let the malice of Fanatick Roundhead 
(Hatch'd in Hel!) be {till confounded ; 
The Royal couple no Storm e're ſever, 
But new wonders deliver, _ 
And their Heirs Reign forever, . 
On Englanas bright Throne fit till Times laſt Sang runs, 
And ſtop their Glorious Chariot with the Sus. 
Then for ame; the ſecond's Reftauration, 
 Snatch'd from the Jaws of the 1Imps of Damnation, 
We with Feaſtings and Revels will chear up our Souls* 
For the ſafety of Ceſar, | 
In Foys, and in Pleaſure, 
Till our Hears; ſhall o're-flow like our Bowle,” 
Q 3 For 


or on wr won AT ner ne” ewe. .- verge, *, 
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For a Health to great James let the Goblets be Crown 
The Huzzs# go round there, (there 

To the Skies let it ſound there, 


| Upto th" Throne of great James's Protettor, Al 

: | Till the pleas'd Gods that ſee, Boys, Ar 
Grow as merry as we, Boys, Tl 

Joyn their Spheres in the Chorus, FP 

Make their whole Heav'n out-roar us, Le 

| And Pledge us in Bumpers of Ne#ar. | ff 


A Song on St. Martin's Feafi, May the 29. 1685. fÞ 


x 
'T ”He Cannoxs all roaring, and Trumpets ſounding, 
TheH:#s & theYalleys with th*Ecchoes rebounding 4 
This bleſt Morn our great Rites let us pay, 
Two Brothers and Monarchs reſtor'd in aday. 
May our Feſtival Tryumps new Trophies ſtill brings, 


Our famous St. Martin's the Cradle of Kings, | < 
At that Glorons Morning, "k 
Great Jupiter was born in, T! 
So the old Cretan Boys ſung with homage & wonder, At 
The Country-menfam'd to the God of the Thanger. \ & 


Let nothing Diſſoyal then dare to appear, ſhere;  VW 
"Tis all halow'd Ground, for great James was born 
Great James that ſteps up, & the Chay:ot drives on, 
Then dry up our Tears, for Great Charles is not gone. 
Though the mounting Sant go, 
> The whole Menarch below, M 
He letf His Great Heir for bleſt Mortals to adore Him, 
All fill'd and inſpir'd with the Phenix before Him, 
| 2 of! 
®  Bute'rewe begin our juſt Adoration, 
Let's firſt bluſh away the whole ſhame of a Nation, 
Dull Britains fo Tong frantick Fate, 
To ſee ſuch bright Gleries and Worſhip 1o late : 


vm (4 
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But let our mad Fealoitfie riſe up ho more, ſore. 
own! Whillt the whole God fhinies our, & rhe Clouds all blow 
there © To Loyalty then Boys © | 


Let's all cry Amen Boys. 
Allegiance and Loyalty, Heav ns firſt Creation, 
and make all D:vinee're the Worlds firſt Foundation, 
The Angels themſelves i'th* Celefial Choris, 
Pre Lucifer fell, wereall Loyal before us, 
'Let hot-brain'd Argyle then from Hoand launch ore, 
And the whole Hydra's licads of 'Rebelion all roar. 
Till Fames our Great Jowe STE 
Shall the black Storm remove; [found'em 
5. | whilt like the laſt 7-amp his dread yoice ſhall con- 
To Judgment ſhall call, and Confuſion ſhall ſound 'ers, 


ing, 
ling | Song at the Loyal Feaſt in Weſtminer-Hall, of Joly 
the 16t'. 1684. - ; 
I 
Fe, ſee, the Air clears, the Murm'res that grumbled, 
J The Guds, & the Vengeance of James his all hum- 
The heads that at Croiyns would be reaching, [bled ; 


D, Are mounted on Pole,while their Quarters hang bleach- 
- $operiſh the Tools of Fop-Property Kings, [ing. 
re; # Where Fool; Pearch Cedars,and Knaves find 'em Wings; 
Ore No, the Royal Line 
A Channel that Divine is; 
, ' For Charles and his Hleirs 


Wewill ſpend our laſt Breath, Boys, 
March through Seas and through Fires, 
). Through Blood, Wounds, and Death Boys. 
Then warm our brisk Yeims, for Allegiance inſpires us. 
"Tis a Spark that's Celeſtial, when Loyalty fires us. 
Ler Fate do her worlt, ev'nin ruin we'r Crown'd: 
Tho? thrown down to Graves,to the Stars we*ll rebound. 
Freſh Layrels'da the Tomb 
' ©f the Honeſt ſhall bloom, 
Q4  Hronnd 
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Around the whole Globe, let our Aſhes be hurPd; 
The Duft of the Loyal ſball new Seed the World. 


| &round the whole Globe, let our Apes be hurl 'd, 


The oy 4 the: I _ new Seed the World. 


All 's.0ur own Boys,onr ow Boys,the Tryumph i is gotten; 
See,the Kirk. Dagon tumbles, & the Old Cauſe is rotten, 
© Farewell ro Genevs ; your fuſty 
Old Tony's Sedition., 
And Tap-lees run muſty. : 
That compound.of Aches, Pox, Fafion, and Gout, 
Is dropt into Styx, and the Fire-brand pur our. 
Let Ferguſon Preachers, 
And: Farrington rank _Lechers, 
No more can Sedition and Church-Reformation 
Come trom flogging at Creſwels, to ſaving the Nation 
There's all Regze and cheat'in Fanatick and Rumper, 
Whilſt Honour and Truthare in James and a Bumper. 
Let Famous Mark- Anthony quaft his rich nar 
The Price of a Kindom, 
 \The Priceot 2Kingdom,: I +7, 
In a Healthroa Girl; iy 
But whilſt our Bowls go round; 
To Ceſrs Health be Crown'd. 
And of Hearts and Soul; a rich Off *ring we bring; 
There's a War ld in the Goblet that's drank to theKing. 
Whilſt of ail Hearts and Souls onerich Off 'zng we bring, 


There's a Hor(din the.Goblet that 's drank totheKing, 


> 


The Weſlern Rybel ; or the' True Proteſtant- Standard 
- ſet up. Tune, rt ban 


Eethe Vizor's pulPd off and the Zealots are Arming 


 Forgur old Egypri-plagues the Whig, Locuſts all 


[ \warmipg, 
The True "RE -4 Perkin, in lightning has ſpoke, 
And begins in a flaſh to vaniſh in Smoah; ; Little 
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Little Jemmy's lanch'd ore” Y 
From the old Ho/l/and Shore, 

Where Shaftsbury March'd to the Devil before. 


 Theold Game's a beginning : for high-Shoes,& Clowns: 


Areturning State-Tinkers tor mending of Crowns. 
Ry 

Let his Deperate Frenzy to'ruineſpur on ; 

The Rebel too late; and Madam too foon :- 

But Politick Noddles without Wit cr Reaſon, + = 

When empty of Brains,have the more room for Treaſox 
Ambition bewitches, on | 
Through Bogs and throngh Ditcher, on 

Like a Will witha Wifp: For the Baſtard Blood itches.: 

And the Bully ſets up, with high-ſhoes and Clowns, 

A true-Proteſtant Tinker for mending of Crowny, . 


3 : | 

Let him banter Retigion, that-old tale pretence, -- 
For TYaytors to mount on the Neck of their Prince; 
But clamour and Nonſence no longer ſhall firight us, 
Our Wits are reſtor'd. by the flogging of T:tus. - 

Their Canting Dalufion,. 

And Bills of Exclufiion, 
No longer ſhall ſhamthe mad World to confuſion, 


| The old cheat's too grols,& no more -Bores &. Chowng, 


For perching on Throzes,.and prophaning of Crowns: 


$1, 
$0 thegreat murder'd:Carles;ourChurchFreedom &L.aws 
Were all Martyrs of old, to the Santtified Cauſe, 
Whilſt Goſpel and Heav?n. were the popular name, 
The Firebrands of Hell were all light from that Flame. - 
Reformation once tun'd  .. 

. Let Religion bur ſound * - [round, 
When that K:rk Bag-Pipe plays all the Devils Dance : 
But the whining Tb cheat ſhall no longer godown : 
No-more Kings on Scaffolds, and Slaves-on & Throze, 


: | $ 5 
Let his hot-brain'dAmbition, with his Renegade-Loong \ 
d.ount the Son of the People,for Lord of 3 Crowns; 
GS: Thc 


\2z6 A Colleftion of Loyalongs. 
The Impoſtor on onehand, and Traytor on t'other, 
Set up his falſe Tile, as crack'd as his Mother, 

But whilſt Peacock-proud, 

He ſtruts and talks loud, _ 
The Head of the Rabble and Idol o'th* crowd; . 
From his falſe borrow'dPlumes,& his kopes of a Croyn, 
To kis black Feet below, let ag Aſpirer look down, 


Then let him march on with] his Politick Poll, 
To perch up his Head by old Bradſhaw and Not : 
Whilſt the deſpcrate Fehuis driving head-long, 
To viſit the Relicks of Tommy ArmFfrong. 
For there's Vengeance 2 working, 
| To givehima Jerking, 
And humble the Pride of poor little Perkin. 
Great James his dread Thunder ſhall th Idol pull down, 
Whilſt our Hands, Hearts, and Swords are all true to 
[the Crown. 


The je facceſi of the two Engliſh Travellers, newly arived 
in London. To &@ new Iriſh Tune. 


I 
S we ywere ranging upon the ſalt Seas, 


ForFrance & forSpain our own humours to pleaſe, - 


but when we came there, the firft news we hear, 
You Rebels of Ergland, _ do you do here. | bes 
When we are a walking along i in the ſtreet, 

Both Men, Wife ana Children, and allye did meet ; 
They gather'd up ftones, and at us did fling ; 

You Rebels of _——_ you murder'd your King. 


3. 
All this being ious unto our known heart, 
Then from. the French we were forc'd to depart ; 
The French did deride us with {cornful difd ain ; 
We ah up Top-ſazl, and Sailed for Spain. 


% 


own, 
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4 
But. when we came there we'd not er foot on Land, 
But ſtraight they perceiv'd that we were Engliſhmen ; 
Their hands on their Rapiers,their Cloaks off did fling, 


 Cry'd Rebels of Eugland you murder'd your King. 


5 
All this being 0Jious unto-our conceits, 
We hoifted and hafted up into the Soveighty, 


 NexrPor: into Venice intended to go, 


Not thinking, nor dreading, a7 5 of it know. 


But when we came tkere our - Ships they did ken, 
They ſaw-by our Colours we were Ergliſþ-men : 

Oh they laugh'd in their Lingo, and ar us did fleer, 
You Rebe's of England whatdo you do here ? 


Thus twenty years: —_ from Sea-Port to WS: 
In all parry. abuſed, refolv'd roturn home; ;; 

We ſteer'd up far Londen, but whenwe came there, 
The Court alli in en as usin deſpair... 


Then Great chars of Pondpind we found was inter'd, 
And ſome known Offendersin Mourning appear'd ; 

Who ſome years together had defign'd and ſwore, : 
To ſerve-himias _ did na Facher betore. UV 


Great Jantaref his Birth-Right they. foaghs to dipole, 
But now for ten 'Guzzeps:yowl) find none of -rhoſe, 
King James is eftablifhed-tafe on His Throne, - 

And none ſball, invadethe = Rights-of the CyOwa. 


And now we are reſolved in ad ro ſtay, 

And wait forto:ferve andiour King to obey; - 

And His Royal Confort: Queen Mary's blett Name: 
We'll drive both the French & the Dutch ore the: Min, 


Coll. 
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: ts; the: World: 
-2 Dinas. _ AMC. 


inc torce of -our Impregaant -Torrent's turn'd, | 
The Plots and Shams of bur--Inventions ſcorn'd, ' 
Now'T dorfear what 1 could ne'r-believe,. . 
Some Powers above do all qur Wits deceive ; . 
And lapghs at 'our-Afof? ſia Actions Vow, - 

Poor Traytors'! »where! e's __ Ignoramus now ? - 


Theſe Farty Yeers I've Reign 'd in .Roguery, 
With kind ſucceſs, .*gainſt Lawful Monarchy ; 
And-ndv-muft my gray-Head. be-over-reachrt, -- 


In the: begmning Friends, 1t: was 4 

In Forty-One, - now: Forty: Years ago; ..: 1 :: 
I fear'd nct then no God, nor King, nor "To, - 
Poor TrAyHare where, 5 Our \-98 yn Mz > 


On the. late King Lat as Jodgectoaſt, tout , 

By virtue of :ouriSen@6;. -Rimmp, and Rout ; 

Saw him condemn'd and Murder'd at White halt 
HigSacrad: Bloo&doth: now for Vetigance call::, 
With his. own Gald:Idid Command and _ v Of 
Againſt higs.Sop, and all Succeſſive Right ; 
And:ne'r repeated yet,. nor can. I bow, 

Poor TOE" where*s our A now ? 


[| Th's King return'd; which] Lwith arms. purſu'd 
With Tony I for Pardon did intrude; - 
Whar &re we askr his Grace did freely. grant, ._ 


| My Pride oppoſition flill did ſhew , 
Agzeokes Plant-will neyer ftraighter grow; 


And my ſtiff:Neck:by-firength of balter. ftrereht-. 


Collonel: Ay 's Seniors indilaft Ravens: | 


[ Ow, now too ak. as | find our a 
. To'th over-raling Powers the: King and Laws. 


Preferment' roq, which his beſt friends did want - | 


And 
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And now too latel grieve all would not do, 
Poor Traytors! where's our NES p=- 


With Tony, Gray, and Ruſte, I Conſpir'd 
My Princes death, and. many thouſands byr'd* 
To Arm themſcelves.in-ev*'ry Town and Shire, 
To Murther this King and Lawful Heir, 
And lay it all upon the Papiſts backs, 


349; 


Which with the weight of our own Treaſon cracks , 


And for our Crimes toe murther them allow, 
Poor Traytors where's our Ignoramus wow? -- 

; 6: - 
We draw'd in M---------þ to advance the Gy : 
And made him Popular by Fools Applauſe; . 
We made his Soul {well to. be a Kiog, 
When we alas ! intended no ſuch thing : - 
Now all's Unravel'd, both Cabals and Plers "= 
*Zounds I'de ſtill Rebe), did I know bow, 
Poor Traytors where's our Ignotamus now ? - 


At Oxford we were Kamrane, over-fed,-: 

The Tayl was ten times ſtronger than the Head. 
Yet quite out-witted by too kind a Ki 

Then we to Rymbaids Houſe our Arms did bring. . 
Yer all was ftill prevented by ftrangeFate,,. 

Had I with Tony made a.ſafe Retreat, - 

Then Ketch had ne*r held up my Trayterous jaw ... 
Poor Traytors where*s our Ignoramus now ? 


& 


The Tories Triumph, or the Dawn-fall of the Whigs, . 


| | c 
'. TOme let us be Joyful and Sing, 

% J Great-Britain will ſoon be at reſt: 
Here's a Health to allrhoſe Love the King, : 
Confufion-to all the reſt : 

Then let us,be Merry, for we - 
Ofer Rebels do bear the ſway; 
Ang Drink "till *tis bregk of day. . 
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Then what Cauſe have we for to Repine > 
Since our Natioz is Settled and Strong ; 
Let ev'ry man Drink off his W;ne, 
Whilſt Rebels muit hold their Tongue. 
Great-Br:tain the World ſhall Command, 
Reſt in Loye* Peace and Unity , 

_ Foreign Nations amar'd ſhall Rand, 

. fee n none ſo Happy as ” 


Then let us be Merry. Fl Wine, | 
Let's Drink while our Money doth laft; 
The Zealots have cauſe to Repine, © 
Whil's we think not on Dangers paft : 
Let each man Diſcharge a full Bumper, 
Here's a Heath unto Loyalty; _ 
Damnation then light on-each Ok: 
To ſee noxe'fo _— We. 


The Damnable Whigs they do Grymble, 

To ſee us ſo Happy and Great'; 

But they dare nor ſpeak Plain, 'bur to Mom» 

Each Presbyter fearing's juſt Fate : (ble, * 

Whilft Tories Quaff Bunipers a main ; Kt 10D 

And under no Nation they be, FELLSE 4-15.35 

We care not for Frante-or for apes, ELITES OOIz 
Fob nous are ſo Huppy as We.” Fe bar And 


Now Tcries may walk a the Berger, ; 
None to the'contrary dare fay 

Andif that a Whig we do meet, 

The Whig goes another way : 

But (as *cis a uſual thing) 

If one Tory another doth fee, 

They ſtraight to the Tavern and Sing, 
There's none ſo Happy as We. 


= 

Such ſtrange Alterations we've ſeen 
Jn Britain within theſe few years ; 
There late ſuch a Tumult hath been, 
Caus'd Loyslifts ſhed many Tears : 
But now it is paſt and quite gone, 
I hope no more Ryors to ſee; 
We've no cauſe our ſelves to bemoan,” 

For nene are ſo Happy as We, 


:: 7 
Great-Britain's Bleſt Monarch ſhall Reign, 
Not fearing for to be Suppreſt, 
By the Fury of Spania#d or Dane ; 
But undoubtedly ſhall be now Bleſt 
If Domeſtick Tumults do ceaſe, 
And Plots Diſcover'd all be ; 


' Brave Engliſh-mien may then fiog in Peace, : 


There*s none are ſo Happy as We. 
3 


Great Nork defpis'd by the Rable, 

Though he's a Matchleſs brave Prince 

Whileall did Praiſe Perk/#: that. Bauble,. 

A Puny in common Senſe: 

But now they are Qyel'd, and do ſay | |. 

They'll pratice aus, Defloyalty ;, 1 - 

And now the Whigs hangthemſclves may, 
Whilft none live more Happy, then We. 


9 

Some Rebels were ſtill. left behind, 
Who fear'd neither Fuſtice nor Laws; 
But ſtrive themſelves to entwine 
In the Damn'd Pernicious Old Cauſe : 
But now they are all fled away, > 
And they moſt Unhappy-now be; 
Then ſurely we've great cauſe to ſay, 

There's none more Happy than We. 


\d 
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Then let this ſuffice, we have Power, _ 

All Nations ſhall unto us Bow : - 

Was England (o Happy before, 

Or ever ſo Glorious as now ? 

Now, we have a moſt Grucious Prince, - 

By none, this denyed can be ; 

Then ſurely we'r all Bleſt, fince, | - 

There's none more Happy than We. 


The Downfall of Antichriſt ; or Titus again in Querpo, - 
To the Tune. f Chivy-Chaſle. . 


Am the Man that not thong ſince + 
?. Seemed. of great Renown, 
That ſery*d at Table was like a NO" 
And wore a ſtatel y ew” 


But That, and DoQtors Tippet too, ;. 
(A Plague upon ill Jack) yy 

At-the ſame time o're my Ears did 89». 
Which vyext me to the Pluck. * 


The Devil in Hell nfo? em all * 
Theſe Whores, and Rogues of Palit,” | 
But that damm'd Whore ſha! have a fall 7 
If e*re I come'to "_ : 


Twas the damn'd Papiſts Crocky, 
That made me-whipt ſo hard; _ 
A Mano Innocent as me ; 
But God will them nk 


Since tis for Truth and- Juſtice fake, | | 
I take all in good part, - 

| I'U that Defence againſt all make; 

Satan thou know.ſt my Heart,--- : 
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[clearly do confeſs to thee,, 
What never to another ; 

We'll keep our League of Privacy, 
For thou art my {worn DO” 


"Twas but againſt damn' F Papiſts that 
I falſely ſwore that time, 


And whothePlague would e're have thought 


That would have prov'd a Crime ? 


8 
3 thought no more harm, nor think ſtill, 
Than 'tis to kill a Dog, , 
And do believe That never will. 
My Soul and ain clog. 


Ak Shaftsbury ! didſt has ſarvive, 
Thar Doctrine ſtill were good, 

Which U'lI maintain, as long as 1 live, 
And Seal with my _ bload.. 


Then O brave We, old Shes, 
I Tits and the Dewil, 

We can maintain, that Per jury . 
'Gainlt Papiſts is nov Evil. 


Then hang?r, tho? whipr, and fript of all, 
I have good Friends i'th' City ; 

1 eatand dr:nk, though Papiſts ball, 
And cry the more's the pity. 


No matter though my back do ake, 
ll look well ro my Belly; 

Since *tis for Righteouſneſs ſake, 
No matter {04]] I tell - 


Then courage Friends Pa. me « ſupply Wh. 


I Oates to you bequearh 5 
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For you I will both ſwear and lye, | 
:” And ſtand in't to my Death. 
x 

Then haſten Saints to oy relief, 

And pity my ſad Station, 
In Priſon Chain'd more Iike a Thief, 
Than Saviour of a Nation. 


A Neſegay of Pleaſure growing in Venus*; Garden. Te. 
the Tune of Daniel Cooper. 


-j 
A Bony Lad came to the Coure; 
His name was Donald Comper, 
And he Petition®d to the King, 
That he might be a Trowper; 
He ſaid, that he 
By Land and Sea, 


Had fought to admiration, 


And with Menzroſ5 
Hal many blows, 
Both for his King and Nation- 


, 
The King did his Petition grant, 
And faid he lik'd him dearly ; 
Which gave to Donald more conteny 
Than Twanty Shillings - wad : 
This wily Lair 
Rode in the Guard, 


Andlov'd a ftrong Beer Barrel, 


Yet ſtout enough, - _ 
To Fight and Cuff, 
But was not giv'n to Quarrel, 


3 
Till on a Saturday at Night, 
He walked in the Park Sir, 


| And there he ken'd a weel fair'd Lats, 


- When it was almoſt dark Sir ; Poor 


0. 


Poor Donald, he 
; Drew near to ſee, 
And Kkiſt her beny Mow Sir, 
c He laid her flat 
Upon her back 


And bang'd her fide Weam foo Sir. 


4 
He took her by the Lilly white Hand, 


And kiſs*'d his bonny Mary ; 
Then they did to the Tavern go, 
Where they did drink Canary : 
When he was Drunk. 
In came a Punk, 
And ask'd gan he} wcu'd Mow her, 
Then he again 
With might and mainy 
Did bravely lay her o're Sir. 


Poor Donald he roſe a again, 
As nothing did him ail Sir, 
Bur litrle ken'd this boniny Laſs 
Pad Fire about her Tail Sir. 
When Night was ſpent, 
Then home he went, 
And told it with'a Hark Sir, 
How he did Kiſs 
A dainty Miſs, 
And lifted up her Sark Sir. 


[5 . 
But e're a Month had gone about, 
Poor Donald walked ſadly, 
And ev'ry yeanenquir'd of him 
What gar'd hit leuk & badly ? 
A Wench [quoth he) 
Gave Snuff to me ' 
Out of her Placket-box Sir ; -+, 
| And Tam ſure 
She prov*d a Whore, 
And giv'n to me the Pox Sir. 
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; ES, 
Poor Dexald he (being almoſt dead,) 
Was turn*d out of the Guard Sir, 
And never could get in again, 
Although he were a Laird Sir : 
When Mars doth meet 
| _ With Yenxs ſweet, 
&nd ftruggles to ſurrender, 
The Tryumph's loſt ; 
Then never truſt 
A Feminine Commander. 


Poor Donald he went home again, 
Becauſe he loſt his place Sir, 
For playing of a Game at Which, 
And turning up an Ace Sir ; 
Ye Soldiers all, - 
Both great and ſmall; 
A Foot-man, or a Trooper, 
When you behold, 
A Wench that's bould 
Remember Dozald Cowper, 


Monmouth Degraded, or James Scot, the little King i# 
Lyme. Tune, Let the Thundring Canons roar. 


| Pi 
F YJOme bear Alarm, ſound a:\Charge, 
J As well without as in the Verge, 
Ler every Sword and Soul. be large, 

To make our Monarch ſhine Boys : 
Let's leave off Whores & drunken Souls, 
And windy words o're brimming Bowls; 
Let Exgliſp hearts exceed the Poles, 
'Gainſt Perkin, King in Lyme Boys.- 


vn -- wy 
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Such a Fop-King was ne'r hefore, 
Is Landed on our Weſtern ſhore, 
Whichour black Saints do all adore, 
Inſpir'd by Tub-Divive Boys : 
Let us afſume the Souls of Mgr, * 
And March in Order, Foot and Horſe, 
Pull down the Standard at the Croſs, 
Of Perkin King in Lyme Boys. —- 


Pretended Son unto a King, 

Subje& of Delights in fin, | 

The moſt ungrateful Wretch of Men; 
Diſhonour to the Shrine Boys; _ 

Of Charles and James, the undoubted Right 

Of Englands Crown and Honours bright, 

While he can find us york, let*s Fight, © 
*Gainſt Perkin, King in Lyme Boy.” 


| | 4 

The Sainted Sifters now look bley; + + 
Their Cani's all falſe if God betrue;-- - © 
Their teaching Srallipns dare not do,. 

| Nomore but ſqueez and whine Boys : 
. Exherting all the Clowns ro fight _ 
Againft their God, King, Church and Right, 
Takes cares for alltheix Wiyes at Night, 

- For Perkin, King in Lyme Boys. 


= cha 3 | 
Poor Perkin now, he is no more, 
But James Scor, as he was before,, 
No Honour left, but Soul ro ſoar, 
| Till quite expir'd with time Boy; 
But firſthe'1! call kis Parliament, 
By Ferguſon and-Gray's conſent, 
Trenchard and all the Boars in's Tent, 
Fit for the King in Lyme Boys. 


_ 9a EA anc < 
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*Gainſt theis mock —— draw his Sword 
In Blood we'll Print them on Record, 
Traytors againſt thejr Soxereign Lord, 
Let's always Fight and joyn Boys; 
Now they'r block'd up by Sea and Land, 
By Treaſon they muſt fall or tand, 
We only wait the Kings Command, 
Toburn the Rogues AM Boys. 


av a} , _ Þ tt 44 


But now we hear they” r "Gally'd forth, 
Front and Flank *em, South and Nerth, 
Nobles of brave England: worth, 

Let your bright Honour ſhine Boys : 
Let Guns agd Canons roar and ring, 
The Mufick of a Warlike King, 

And all the Gods juſt Conqueſt bring, 
| Againſt the Romo in Lyme Boys. 


The King and Parliament; Or, the DeftruSio of Ar- 
gile. Tethe Tuwe of King James s Jigg. 
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Or Tories now's the time to ſing, 
F And out of the Aſhes great Souls to bring ; 
Whoſe honours long in the Duſt have ly'n 
Under the Oppreffion of Whiggiſh Whine ; 
The Dog-Stars do now decline, | 
And bright Phebus begs yo ſhine, 
Inſe&s of Corruption he doth refine, 
The King and the Parliament now deth Joyn 


2 
The greateſt Monarch in Ezropeis Crown'd, 
And hath called a Parliament Loyal and ſound, , 
The Bill of Excl»frox.is quite forgot, | 
And ſent tothe Devil with Oazy's Plox, 
Argile we fear not, with mixed Crew, 
Of French and Datch, the Whig, and the Jew, 
Since we have a Parliament Loyal and True, 
We'll pray for the King and the Parliament too. 


3 
The Scotch Parliament Loyal and brave, 
Expoſes their Fortunes the Kingdom to ſave; 
| Our Engliſh in Emulation agree, 
We'll beat down the Rebels from hence to Dundee: 
Millions of Loyalliſts lie afide, | 
Who wait all occaſion to be employ d, 
Whoſe ſervice hath formerly been deny'd, _ | 
Now hope again Rebels. they may be iry'& ... 


Methinks I hear *em cry, Fire for James, 

He Fought for his Subje&s in all extreams : 

Hark, hark, the Canons go thump, thump, thump, 
Brave Boys fall on%em, they ſtink of theRump ; 
Keep the Wind ſecure the Plain, 

Wheel about, and Charge again ; , 


We'll Fight for King Fames thropgh Fire an1 Flame 
All you cannot kill, drive 'em into the Main, 


Argile 


3600 ff 'Collefion of Loyal Song, 


: | ws 5 

Argile ſhall-know, that Jemy's the King, 
ProteAed'by Angels, and Forces can bring, 
To make him feel the Dint of his Sword. 

More biting than his empty name of a Lord; 
Let Argile, Monmouth, Lobb, and Gray, 
Danvers and Charlton Curſe the da 3 
And the reſt of the Rebels each other betray 


And all Baftard pretentions cur off in -the Fray. 
2 | * p 
@ur King and two Parliaments all agreed, 


We'll clear the Coalt from the Thames to the 7: weed; | 


The 'States of all Loyal SubjeAs ſhall flic, 
For Men and forMoneysthe King to ſupply : 
Let Ceſar ſpeak his mind from the Throne, 
Our Lives and Fortunes are all his own, 

"His juſt Reſolution formerly known, 

Is now in full ſplendor proreQing the Crown, 


The Whigs Lamentable Lamentation.” 
FJ Hat have the Whigs to ſay, . 
wW © 'O hone, O hone, © 
- Tories have got the day, 
O hane, &c. 
Lord Sbaftgbiry is'dead ©. 
And Duke of Monmouth fled 
We're bravely brought to bed, 
O hone, &c., 
; > 
Our Gracious Soveraign too, 
O hone, &c. 
I taken from us now, 
_ >, _ = - 
Tho? he the beſt of men, 
Yet wetty'd too and agen, ++ ' | 
 Daily.to Murther him | prac 
O hone, &c. 


As we did Charles the fil 
O hone, &c. 

for which we are accurſt , 
 Ohone, &c. 

But He's to Heaven gone 


As 5 
þ - 


Who we did trample on, 
Old Fames fits on the Throne: 


O hone, &c. 


Many ways wedid try, 
O hone, &c, 


| The Crown him to put by: 


O hone, &c. 
We made this Concluſion, 
Drew Bill of Excluſion, 
To work his Confuſion 
O hone, &c. 


| . F 
But our late Soveraigh Dear, ' 


O hone, &c, 
Declar'd York His Heir ; 
O hone, ' &c.. 


Fhen our good -Parliament 
Forc'd him to-Baniſhment:; 
And wou'd to Hell him ſent: - 


P O hone, &C. 
| 6 


With rage we are inflam'd, 


O hone, &c. 


Thathe's each where proclaim's ; 


O hone, &Cc. 


But thar which Plagues us moſt, 
Is our defir Knight; 04h" Po, 


Do not now rule the Roalt. 
O hone, &c. 
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More-and more we are vext, 
Q hone, . &c, 
That he's Crown'd 4pril next, 
O hone, Cc. 
- A Parliament in May, 
Shall be call'd he does fay, ND. 
But there we'll hold him play. 
O hone, &c 
8 
For that is our laſt Game, 
O hone, &c 
Or rather ſureſt ſham , 
O hone, &c. 
If we muſt have our ends, 
Our Afſociating Friends, 
Muſt make us all amends. 
O hone &c. - 


| 9 
But if racſe damn'd Torzes, 
O hone, &c, 
In which he much Glories ; 
Q hone, &c. 


" We mean the Church of England Men, 


Shou'd prove eleven to ten, 
Then we're quite undone, (4men.) 
O hoxe, &c. 

10 
':en how like Rogues we ſit, 
O hone, &c. 
nd look-as if beſhir, 
O hone, KC. 
. £oratching our Plotting Pates, 
Forfeiting our dear Eſtates, 
And Quarters on City-Gates. 
O hone, © bone. ; 


Glories, Oc. 


2s hs 
Ay Fouler, Ringwood, & Towzer, 

- | Ho Smoaker, Drunkard, and Fly 5 
Sweet-lips, Light-foot, and Bowzer, 

Brave Bowman, Lofty, and Cry.; 
And four and twetity brave Couple, 

To make a Pack for the Downs, 
Sure footed, and their Limbs ſupple; 

The Scent's hot yet on the Ground:. 
The old White Fox is got looſe again, 
Wethink he's gone te katch Gooſe again, 
* His Cubs thoy ſculk and deſert amain, 

Come ler's beleaguer their Holes : 
For they*r paſt Evil, to th* Devil 

We?*ll ſend'em with thread-bare Souls. 


To 2 
They haveleft the City, *tis pity; 
And their damn'd Party ch? Lurch : 
If to be hang'd 'twould be pretty, { 
For Treaſon *gainſt, King- and: Church, 
For Cinque-ports, Venus and Juno, 
For Champion, Thunder and Spark ; 
Let Swift beat for Caralins, 
| And Noſer wind *em ith? dark, 
Like Waſps & Flies, they would bite us, 
As Wolves doWheep they would treat us; 
Like Crokadiles, they would cat us; 
They thirſt for Innocent Blood, 
Then never ſcruple, but grappt 
For King and Countreys good. 


| 3 
Round the Dimenſion o'th Nation, 
Beat all the Banks on the ſhore ; 
And ſome leap o're the main Ocean, 

If they are gone before. 
O ſurround *em, confound *em, 
. From Sea-port to City-walls ; 
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The Hunting of the Fox. Tune, Now the Tories that | 
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If there they venture to ſhelter, 
*Zounds tear them out of their holes - 
For making Church into Stables, 
And vamping Kings up of Baubles, 
And forgeing Plots out of Fables, 
And ſeizing Kings in a trice , 
That the crooked Piper might vapour 
Like Rat amongſt fifteen Mice, 


4 

Scour rhe Globe to the Axles, 
From Pole to Pole ; then retire, 

And center at Mother Creſwelr, - 
The Fox us'd to harbour there : 

" There,there,both wives,whoreg &Virgins- 
He had them all at his call, 

T*oblige his Captains and Surgeons, 
Till better occaſion fall, 

At Oxford late all his Cubs aid he, 

To the Excluſion did all agree; , 


(Would not budge further) 'rill fign'd and free, 


Yet Rowly rquzed the Rap, 
And ſent '*emalt to Peg Traxtams, 
And Tapsky's worn to the Stump. 


_ 
Ah, Swift's returned, and Noſer, 
Their hoofs are batter'd with Greet : 
The Game ſhews by the Oppoſer, 
He's lodg'd in Alderſeate-ſtreer. 
Come ring a Peal with a courage, 
The Grains o*th* Tap makesa train ; 
He lurks in hole to make Forrage 
Of all that uſes his name. 
We'll fetch him out with Mandamus, 
And hang him with Ignoramw ; 
There's none but Rebels can blame us: 
More Pardohs let-him not hope ; 
For all his ſquinting and blinking, 
He mult to the Hatchet or Rope, « 


- 
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The Rebel Captive. To the Tune of Sawny and Jockey. 


x | 
Hree bony Lads were Sawny, Cloud Hamilton, 
And 4navew Grier the Captain that led *em on, 


When for the Loons it proved a fatal day, 
Argile was ta'n, and-all his Men ran'away. 
When Duglss Jiv'd him, 
Riv*d him, 
Driy'd him; | 
And of ail hopes his Stars-had depriv'd him ; 
Routed him, flouted him; 
The Deel bigotted-hitn, 
And now the States a _ _ allotted kim. 


On June the fifteenth, Oh! "ens a faral Gay: 
Archibald fled, and all the-Roguesrun away, 
In a diſguiſe the Loon thought to ſhun his Fare, . 
Three bony Boys they ſtopped him on the Gate, 
In a blew Bonner, © © 
On it. 
One hit” 
Such a bread Gaſh as made himtull own 9 
+ - . Oh! ſpare me, 
+ Diſarm me, F 
And do tio 'more arm "2 
For I'am 4rgzle, the war” oth? Whig Army. 


Quarter, Oh! Quarters! "I yield my ſelf pi. 


Here take my Sword too, that. uſelcſs Tool of war, 


Foetmen and Horſes, now I all give you o're, 
Dunbarton*s Forces no Mah can ſtand before... 
Burt they-will izhtbim, | 
Right him, | 
Fright bim, 
The.-proudeſt Foe,. will put tothe flight TA 


Ra. Thunder- 
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Tkunder him, = 
Plunder him, 
Daſh all aſunder him, 
And make Argile himſelf truckle under-himn. 


Thus having yielded up both his Sword- and his 7 Durk, 
Theſe. bony Boys convey*d him to Edinburg , 
Where with a Train he enters the Water-Gate, . 

The Hangman walking before in muckle State, 
With a Hemp Garter, 
The Martyr to Quarter, 
And by the Lugs to cut the Loon ſhorter.. 
The ſame Fate 
Ever wait, 
To Crown the Rebels Pafe, 
And all ſuch Traytors as dare oppoſe the State. 


4 Lojal Scotch Song. To the Tune of, Bony Kate of 
Ed: ngboro gh. 


Jon as the Miſt of Errour fled, 
\ That Men through Town and Fields may ſee . 
T. ke 7ayl-Birds whiſtling through the Grates, 
yl Birds of Prey cleave to the Tree. - 
Peur 7:tus ſar 
Bewailng his Fate, 
And diſmal State, 


For Treaſon, Treaſon, Treaſon, and ham Plitting too; 


Alas cry'd he, 

I hang'd ſhall be, 

For Igneramus cannot do. 

2 
Titus went lately o're'to Spain, 
. Many wonders tlrere he ſaw, 
Black-Bills ar.d Pil, rims float o'th' Main: 
And tall fair Don John of Auſtria, 
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Titus with his Wiles 
The Jeſuits begiles, 
Fack Presbyter ſmiles; | 
And ſomething, ſomething, ſomething elſe he meant to 


But all his hope | -[do,. 
þ Will end in a Rope, - 
= For Treaſon, and Sham-Plozting too. 


| : S- 
The Sanhedrim was Titns's Friend, 
And aided him 'gainſt Kirk and Crown, 
Exeluſion Bills and Yates they fend, 
To pull King, Duke, and Biſhops down. 
Now our Theam 
Is all of him, 
Who now. does ſeem | 
Roguiſf, Roguifh, Roguiſh, by each Oath and Faw ; . 
Now Titus lies : 
Bereft of Joys, 
For Ignorams cannot do. 


The Kings-Bench Salutation, 0r.8 Dialogue between 
Jack Kerch, and Titus Oatcs...70 a a New Tune. 
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digg Buggering Oates, prepare thy Neck, 
, Doſt mean to live for ever ? 
How many Men have gone to wrack, 
-SIRCE thou walt Englands Saviour? R4 Fac. 
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'Each Gibbetin the Kingdom ſhakes, 
 Whenthy black Name's repeated, ; 
For thee poor Tybarn daily quakes, 
Yet ſcorns for to be cheated, 
Oxtes. | | 
InGlting Tory, Raſcal, Pimp, 
I have been thy BenefaQr, 
My Popiſt-Plot and allthat's in'r; 
Though Pexjur'd and Detractor, 
Thou haſt got more Gaineys by r my Phot, 
- Than I that ſwore to make it, 
Or Tongue and Bedloe; now forgot; | 
You Dog 'tis ſhame to ſpeak et —_— 
Fack. 
Bobbing in Kent, and Camberwel, 
For which thy Stock lay waiting, 
Where's all thar Money now, canſttell ?- 
If ſpent, thou*rt near to breaking, 
Left NoP Argeont be left for me, 
I'll make thy days the ſhorter, 
Juſt like a Beaſt for all to ſee, 
P11 lead thee in a Halter, 
| -, * Ontres. 
Oh Bloody Fiend! forc'd out of Hell, 
- 'Doft ſte, Pve;Gold at pleaſure, 
Al Scoundrels hereof our Cabal, 
. Itreat*emr all at leafure-: 
Six Diſhes ſerv'd up twice aday, 
_ -» Exceeding many a Courtier ; 
The Fhigs doall the Coſt defray, bl 
- "IP feed me like a Porker. | © 
Fack. 
That's g juſt as Smith did Powning's Wife, .. 
That Leacherous Saint thy Brother : 
He loft his Ears, ſhe fay'd his Life, 
Till ſhe did all diſcover. 
What Sugar-Plyumbs his Pockets ſprung, - 
Which her ſoft bang muſt dive for, - 


A Colleftion of Loyal Songs, 
To raiſe his Spirit ſtiff and ſtrong, 
The ſweeteſt Charm alive Sir. 
Oats. Ee 
In ſpight of thy black diſmal Trade, 
I'll keep this Sanctuary, | : 
No Laws nor Ropes that e*re was made, 
My Bones from hence ſhall carry. 
Jack, - 
Then firſt to th? P:Nery thou ſhalt gang, 
The next for thy Blaſphemy, 
& red-hot Iron thruft through thy Tongue, 
And then 1'1l Hang thee fairly, 


The Plot Rent andTorn. Tune, Jones-Plcker. 


” T Ave you not heard of Knaves, 
That ne*re will be forgot ? 


Who for to make us Slaves, 
Did hatch a Pagan-Plyt : 
Bur now'tis rent, the Parliament, 
Hath rent the P/o? in twain, 
Far the Plot is rent and torn, 
And will never be mended again; p 
"Tis rent and torn, and torn and rent, 
*T5 rent and torn in twain ; 
The Plot is rent and torn, 
And will never be mended again. 
; 2 
Fitz- Harris; Hetherington, 
With Bedloe, Smith, and Prance, 
The DoQor in his Gown, 
Did gravely lead the the Dance ; 
But now the Prig, another Jig 
To Dance, alas is fain, 
For the Plot is rent and torn, 
And will never be mended again. 
Tis rent and torn, &c. 


369 


V0 I LIT 


_ 379 4 Colle8ion io Loyal Songs 


b 3. 
"Then Dugdal: was s Saint, -- | No 
Tillhe the Cauſe forkoak ; SI 
And Dangerfeeld did rant - 
In perſon of a Duke ; | | 
With Cummins too, 2 Perjur'd Crew, Ui 
w--: - Came. ſwearing ore the Main, 
-; Whe the Plot fo rent and tore, 


Fe ' That *twill never be mended again. Ke. ys 
2. _ But now the DoFor's Flogg'd, | T, 
And bras'd the P:/loxy twice ; 
With Chains and Fetters Clogg'd A 
For his curs'd Perjnriec, 
And Dangerfeld for all his sKkill, V 
Is catcht_in the ſame Chain, 
For the Plot is rent and torn, T, 
 *Twill never be Rm again,” Orc: 
_ The Joyner for his Zeal, 
" Did Penance in a String, L 
To ſave the Eommonweal, | \ 
The Do@oy next will ſwing : 
And all the Gang in Order Hang, 
That wou'd their Plots maintain, 
For the Plot is rent and torn, F 
And will never be mended again, &C.. 
| 6. | 
Argile the Rebel Scot, | = 
With all the FaGtious Crew, 
Jn Bloody Arms are got,. | 


Bute what did enſug, 
For all his hope, he found a Rope 
bes Did quickly end bis Reign, 
= For the Plot's ſo remt and torn, 
be. "Twill never be mended again, QC. 


A ColleRion of Loyal Songs, - 
_ - 
Now Royal JAMES is plac'd 
. Upon his Fathers Throne, 
With every Virtue Grac'd, - | 
That can adorn the Crown ; ; WT * 
His Foes ſhall flye, the Whigs ſhall cry, - _—_— 
Our hopes are all in vain, ne 
For the Plot is rent aud torn, 
And will never be mended again, &c. 


8 
To Him kind Meav®n has ſent 


(Heavens bounteous Gift alone ;) I \ 


A Loyal Parliament, 3 
To fix Him on the Throne: | 
Who ſhalt our King in every thing, 
AndHis due Rights maintain, 
For the Plot is rent and torn, : 
But will never be mended agdin,&c. 


9 

This Pig dn Fan © 5... £5 

The King a Royal Sum,  . Gr 
Which ſhall His Name promote SS 

Above all Chrifendom : . | LO. 
And overcome His Foes at home; 

Who ſhew their Teeth in vain, 
For the Plot is rent and torn, . C6 

And will never be mended. again, && - 

10 

May ſuch a Parliament, : OO, , 

Support the Royal Cauſe, EE . 
To give [is Friends content, Pegs fe 

And ro ſubduz his Foes CE 
When all that Plot, are gone te Por, ED 


"The King in Peace fhail Reign | 0: "<Q 


For the Plot is rent and torn, » +» » 
And will ngver be mended again, 

Tris rent and torn and torn and rent, 

Tis rent and tcrn in twain, &ce 


» s 
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Fl ColleBion of Loyal Songs. 
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A New Song. To an excellent New Tune. 


, | 
Ld Chiron thus Peach'd to his Pupil 4chillis, 
Pl! rell you, It tell you, young Genleman, what 
You my Boy, you my Boy, [the Fates will 18, 
Mult go, : 
Muſt go, 
The Gods will have it fo, 
- 4 To the Scige of F70y : 
Thence never to return, 
Thence never to return 
Never to return, ' 
Never to return”. ; 
To Greece again ; " 
But before thoſe Walls to be Slain, 
But before thoſe Walls vo be Slain, 
Before thoſe Walls, 
Thoſe Walls to be Slain, 
Let not your Noble Courage be caſt down, 
Let not your Noble Courage be caſt down, 
Let not your NobleCourage,letnot your NobleConrage 
| Becaſt down; 
But all the while you lie before the Town, drink 
All the while, drink 
All the while you lie before the Town, drink 
And drive care away, 
Dyink and be merry, 
' You'll ne're g0 the ſooner, 
You'll ne*re go the ſooner 
You'll ne're go the ſooner 
To the S:ygian-Ferry. | 4 
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